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THE 


TEMPLE    of  HYMEN. 


AS  on  my  couch  fupine  I  lay, 
Like  others,  dreaming  life  away  j 
Methought,  expanded  to  my  fight, 
A  temple  rear'd  its  ftately  height, 
All  ready  built,  without  omitting 
One  ornament,  for  temples  fitting. 

Large  look'd  the  pile,  fublime  and  fair ; 
But  "  Who  the  Godhead  worfhip'd  there  ?^ 
This  to  inquire,  appearing  meet, 
Imagination  lent  me  feet, 
Aftd  thither,  without  further  cavil, 
I  fairly  undertook  to  travel. 

At  once,  in  bright  proceffion  fpied, 
The  Female  World  was  at  my  fide, 

£  2  Mingled, 
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Mingled,  like  many  colour'd  patterns, 

Nymphs,  mes  dames,  trollops,  belles,  and  flatterns, 

From  point,  and  fancy  ermine,  down 

To  the  plain  coif,  and  ruflet  gown  j 

All,  by  inquiry  as  I  found, 

On  one  important  errand  bound. 

/ 

Their  van,  to  either  tropick  fpread, 
Forerunning  Expectation  led  ; 
Pleafure  the  Female-ftandard  bore, 
And  Youth  danced  lightly  on  before; 
While  Prudence,  Judgment,  Senfe,  and  Tafte, 
The  few  Diredling  Virtues,  placed 
To  form  and  guide  a  woman's  mind, 
Difcarded,  figh'd  and  flunk  behind. 

At;  length,  in  jubilee,  arriving, 
Where  dwelt  the  jolly  God  of  Wiveing, 
All  preft  promifcuoufly  to  enter, 
Nor  once  reflefted  on  the  venture. 
But  here,  the  Mufe,  affefting  (late, 
Beckon'd  her  clamorous  fex  to  wait, 
Left  fuch  a  rendezvous  mould  hinder 
To  fay  what  paft,  the  while,  within  door, 

Againft 
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A  gainft  the  portal,  full  in  fight, 
His  fable  vefture  ftarr'd  like  night, 
High  throned  upon  an  ebon  feat, 
Ber.eath  a  canopy  of  flate, 
That  o'er  his  dufky  temples  nodded, 
Was  fix'd  the  Matrimonial  Godhead. 

Low  at  his  feet,  in  pomp  difplay'd, 
The  world's  colle&ed  wealth  was  laid; 
Where  bags  of  mammon,  piled  around, 
And  chefts  on  chefts,  o'erwhelm'd  the  ground, 
With  bills,  bonds,  parchments,  the  appointers 
Of  doweries,  fettlements,  and  jointures ; 
From  whence,  in  juft  proportion  weigh'd, 
And  down,  by  fpecial  tail,  convey'd, 
The  future  progenies  inherit 
Tafte,  beauty,  virtue,  fenfe,  and  merit. 

Whatever  titles  here  may  fuit  us 
For  this  fame  God,  HYMEN,  orPLurus, 
Who,  from  his  trade  of  a  gold  finder, 
Might  now  become  a  marriage-binder, 
And,  haply,  ufe  that  precious  meta 
To  folder  fexes,  like  a  kettle  ; 
No  earthly  God,  in  my  opinion, 
Claim'd  fuch  an  abfolute  dominion. 

B  3  T© 
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To  pro\e  his  right  to  adorat'on 
Through  every  age,  and  every  nation, 
Around  the  ipacious  dome,  difplay'cj 
By  many  a  fabled  light  and  lhade, 
Was  emblematically  told 
The  great  Omnipotence  of  Gold. 

And  firft,  in  yonder  panel  feen, 
A  lad,  cali'd  Paris,  drolled  the  green, 
Poor,  hungry,  witlefs,  and  dejected, 
By  country,  and  by  kin,  negle&ed ; 
Till  Fortune,  as  fhe  crofs'd  the  plain, 
Conceived  a  crotchet  in  her  brain, 
And,  laughing  at  the  bafhful  blockhead, 
Took  a  huge  pippin  from  her  pocket, 
Of  the  true  glittering  tempting  kind, 
And  gold  throughout  from  core  to  rind  5 
This,  in  a  whim,  the  Dame  beftow'd, 
Then,  fmiling,  turn'd,  and  went  her  road. 

The  neighbours,  now,  when  Fame  had  Ihewn'em 
The  youth  had  got  the  Summum  Bonum, 
From  many  a  hut  and  hamlet  croud, 
And,  duly,  at  his  levy  bow'd. 

His 
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His  reputation  fpreads  apace— 
O,  fuch  a  Ihape,  and  fuch  a  face  f 
His  mouth  he  opens,  and  they  fwear 
The  Delphic  oracle  is  there. 

Now,  fee  the  king  of  Troy  afpire 
To  be  the  wealthy  fhepherd's  fire. 
For  him,  the  brighteft  nymphs  contended  5 
To  him,  three  Goddefies  defcended, 
And  fhew'd,  in  fair  and  open  day, 
Where  honour,  wit,  and  beauty  lay, 
O'er  which,  our  poem,  to  conceal 
From  vulgar  optic ks,  drops  a  veil. 

In  the  next  panel,  you  difcover 
Olympic  Jove,  that  thundering  lover, 
Who,  charm'd  with  old  Acrifius*  daughter, 
In  many  a  fhape  had  vainly  fought  her, 
And  run  the  round  of  all  his  tricks, 
Yet  ftill  was  doubtful  where  to  fix ; 
Till,  by  fome  wifer  head  inclined, 
To  caft  his  bluftering  bolt  behind, 
His  duller  lightning  to  withhold, 
And  wear  the  brighter  form  of  Gold, 
He  took  the  hint,  he  ftorm'd  the  tower, 
And  dropt  in  yon  omnific  fhower. 

B  4  In 
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In  the  next  boa n\  the  tale  Co  common  is, 
'Twixt  Atalanta  and  Hippomenes, 
I  fhali  but  (lightly  flop  a  minute, 
To  drop  one  obfervation  in  it ; 
Remarking,  that  howe'er  prefer'd  to 
Their  fex,  for  many  a  courfe  in  virtue, 
The  bright  allurement,  well  applied, 
May  tenapt  good  nymphs  to  turn  afide. 

Next,  Lybia's  golden  orchard  grew 
Blooming  temptation  to  the  view, 
In  which  a  dragon,  calPd  The  Law, 
Kept  confcientioqs  fools  in  awe  : 
Yet,  Power  fuperior  to  the  crime, 
And  tall  Ambition  fkill'd  to  climb, 
"With  traitors  pf  a  new  invention, 
Who  fell  their  country  for  a  penfion, 
Through  many  a  thicket  won  their  way, 
And  fpoil'd  thq  grove,  and  fhared  the  prey. 


On  the  fame  golden  fyftem  laid, 
The  world  was  in  the  fifth  difplay'd : 
The  earth  a  goldeja  axis  turn'd  ; 
The  heavens,,  with  golden  planets,  burn'd  ; 
And  thence,  as  aftrol.  gians  know, 
Perived  their  influence  below  : 

A  girdle, 
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A  girdle,  call'd  the  Zodiac,  graced 

The  glittering  round  of  Nature's  wafte, 

Whofe  myflic  charm  from  Gold  arifes, 

For  this  the  Cseftus  of  the  fkies  is  : 

And  as  in  Homer's  works,  we  read 

(And  Homer  is  the  poet's  creed) 

Of  a  well  twifted  golden  tether, 

That  tied  the  heavens  and  earth  together, 

Such  was  the  cord,  or  fuch  the  cable, 

That  tied  the  fpheres  within  this  table  j 

By  which,  the  artift,  underhand, 

Would  give  the  wife  to  underftand, 

That  Intereft,  in  every  creature, 

Throughout  religion,  law,  and  nature, 

From  eaft  to  weft,  and  pole  to  pole, 

Moves,  binds,  fufpends,  and  turns  the  whole. 

While  thus,  in  pafTmg  (lightly  o'er,  I 
Surveyed  the  fcenes  of  ancient  (lory  \ 
Or  eyed,  with  more  minute  attention, 
What  Prudence,  here,  forbids  to  mention  ; 
The  Mufe  my  moulder  tapp'd,  to  mind  me 
Of  things  that  pafs'd,  the  while,  behind  mQ. 

I  turn'd,  and  view'd,  with  deep  furprize, 
The  phantom  that  affail'd  my  eyes : 

His 
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His  hinder-head  difrobed  of  hair, 
His  faplefs  back,  and  fhoulders  bare, 
Confeft  the  wrinkles  of  a  fage 
Who  pail  ten  Neftors  in  his  age ; 
But  cloathed  before,  with  decent  grace, 
.And  infant  fweetnefs  in  his  face, 
Not  Smintheus  with  fuch  vigour  ftrung, 
Nor  blooming  Hebe  look'd  fo  young. 

On  his  left  hand  a  palette  lay, 
With  many  a  teint  of  colours  gay  ; 
While,  guided  with  an  eafy  flight, 
The  flying  pencil  graced  his  right. 

Unnumber'd  canvafTcs  appeared, 
Before  the  moving  artift  rear'd, 
On  whofe  infpirited  expanfe  he 
Expreft  the  creatures  of  his  fancy  5 
So  touch'd,  with  fuch  a  fwift  command, 
With  fuch  a  magic  power  of  hand, 
That  Nature,  did,  herfelf,  appear 
Lefs  real  than  her  femblance  here, 
And,  not  a  mortal,  fo  betray 'd, 
Could  know  the  fubftance  from  the  fhade ! 


Whate'er 
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Whatever  the  world  conceives,  in  life, 
Worth  toil,  anxiety,  and  ftrife ; 
Whate'er  by  Ignorance  is  bought, 
By  Madnefs  wifh'd,  or  Folly  fought, 
The  mitres,  coronets,  and  garters, 
To  which  Ambition  leads  his  martyrs ; 
With  every  joy,  and  toy,  that  can 
Amufe  the  various  child  of  man, 
Was  painted  here  in  many  a  fcene, 
A  trifling,  tranfient,  charming  train  ! 

Awhile  I  flood,  in  thought  fufpended, 
To  guefs  what  thefe  affairs  intended ; 
When,  lo,  the  Mufe,  in  whifpers,  told, 
"  'Tis  Fatfier  Time  whom  you  behold  ; 
4C  In  part  difcovered  to  the  Wife, 
"  In  part  conceal'd  from  human  eyes. 
"  A  flave  to  yon  Gold-giving  Power, 
"  For  hhn  he  fpends  each  refllefs  hour ; 
"  The  product  of  his  toil  intends 
*'  As  gifts  to  thofe  his  God  befriends, 
<e  And  paints  what  other  mortals  view 
"  As  fubftances,  though  fhades  to  you." 

She  ceas'd,  and  turning  to  the  fentry, 
Defired  he'd  give  the  Ladies  entry ; 

And 
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And  ftraight  the  portal  opened  wide, 
And  in  they  deluged  like  a  tide. 
So,  to  fome  grove,  by  ftrefs  of  weather, 
Faft  flock  the  fowl  of  every  feather ; 
A  mighty,  pretty,  prating  rabble, 
Like  Iris  rigg'd,  and  tongued  like  Babel  j 
Then  crowding  toward  the  nuptial  throne, 
By  bags  of  ftrong  attra&ion  known, 
Low  bending  to  their  God  they  bow'd, 
And  vented  thus  their  prayer  aloud  : 

cc  Great  Power  !  in  whom  our  fex  confides, 
«  Who  ruleft  the  turns  of  female  tides, 
<c  Whokenft,  while  varying  Fancy  ranges 
**  Through  all  its  doubles,  twirles,  and  changes, 
ct  To  what  a  Woman's  heart  is  prone, 
ct  A  fecret  to  ourfelves  unknown — 
"  O,  give  us,  give  us,  Mighty  Power! 
46  The  wedded  joy  of  every  hour : 
cc  Affign  thy  favourites,  in  marriage, 
"  To  coaches  of  diflinguifh'd  carriage; 
«  To  all  the  frippery  of  drefTing, 
"  A  namelefs,  boundlefs,  endlefs  blefTmg ; 
«  To  drums,  ridottos,  fights  and  founds  j 
"  To  vifus  in  eternal  rounds  5 

"  To 


A       FABLE.  13 

«  To  card  and  counter,  rake  and  rattle; 

"  To  the  whole  hid  of  tongue  and  tattle  ; 

"  And  all  the  dear  delightful  trances 

"  Of  countlefs  frolicks,  fits,  and  fancies. 

"  You  have  heard,  that  men,  unpolifli'd  boors! 

c<  Lay  naughty  paffions  at  our  doors ; 

"  5Tis  your's  to  contradict  the  lyar, 

"  Who  are,  yourfelf,  our  chief  defire. 

Ci  O  then,  as  widow,  or  as  wife, 

"  To  you  we  yield  each  choice  in  life; 

€<  Or  would  you  every  prayer  fulfil, 

"  Wed  us !  O  !  wed  us,  to  our  will  !" 

They  ceas'd,  and,  without  more  addition^ 
The  God  confirm'd  their  full  petition: 
To  TIME  he  beckon'd,  and  defired 
He'd  give  the  good  each  nymph  required  j 
And,  from  his  vifionary  treafure, 
Wed  every  woman  to  her  pleafure. 

The  firft,  who  came,  refolvM  to  fix 
Upon  a  gilded  coach  and  fix ; 
The  fuit  was  granted  her  on  fight, 
The  nymph  with  ardour  feiz'd  her  right. 
A  wooder !  by  poifcffion  banifh'd,. 
The  coach  and  dappled  courfers  vanifh'd  j 

4  And 
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And  a  foul  waggon  held  the  Fair 
Full  laden  with  a  weight  of  care  i 
She  figh'd  -,  her  filters  caught  the  found, 
And  one  infulting  laugh  went  round. 

The  fecond  was  a  dame  of  Britain, 
Who  by  a  coronet  was  fmitten ; 
With  boldnefs  fhe  advanced  her  claim, 
Exulting  in  fo  juft  a  flame. 
But  ah,  where  blifs  alone  was  patent, 
What  unfufpected  mifchief  latent ! 
The  worft  in  all  Pandora's  box, 
Her  coronet  contain'd  a . 

With  this  example  in  her  eye, 
The  third,  a  wid  «w'd  dame,  drew  nigh* 
And  fix'd  her  fight  and  foul  together 
Upon  a  raking  hat  and  frather ; 
Nor  figh'd  in  vain,  but  feiz'd  her  due, 
And  clafp'd  old  age  in  twenty-two. 


Thus,  through  the  difference  and  degrees 
Of  fword-knots,  mitres,  and  toupees, 
Prim  bands,  pert  bol>s,  and  well  hung  blades 
Long  robes,  fmart  jackets,  fierce  cockades, 


And 
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And  all  the  fooleries  in  fafhion, 
Whate'er  became  the  darling  paffion, 
The  good  for  which  they  did  importune, 
Was  ftraight  revers'd  into  misfortune-, 
And  every  woman,  like  the  firft, 
Was,  at  her  own  entreaty,  curft. 

At  length,  was  introduced  a  Fair, 

With  fuch  a  face,  and  fuch  an  air. 

•—»- 
As  never  was,  on  earth,  I  ween* 

Save  by  poetic  organs,  feen. 

With  decent  grace,  and  gentle  cheert 
The  bright  Adventurer  drew  near; 
Her  mild  approach  the  Godhead  fpicd, 
And,  "  Faireft,"  with  a  fmile,  he  cried, 
*c  If  aught  you  feek  in  HYMEN'S  power, 
c<  You  find  him  in  a  happy  hour." 

At  this,  the  Virgin,  half  amazed, 
As  round  the  fpacious  dome  {he  gazed, 
With  caution  every  fymbol  eyed, 
And,  blulhing,  gracefully  replied. 

"  If  you  are  he,  whofe  power  controuls 

"  And  knits  the  fympathy  of  fouls, 

"  Then, 
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"  Then,  whence  this  pomp  of  worthlcfs  geer, 
"  And  why  this  heap  of  counters  here  ? 
u  Is  this  .vain  fhew  of  glittering  ore, 
"  The  blifs,  that  HYMEN  has  in  flore  ? 
"  Love  fees  the  folly,  with  the  glofs, 
<c  And  laughs  to  fcorn  thy  ufelefs  drofs. 

"  Where  are  the  fymbols  of  thy  reign  ? 
"  And  where  thy  robe  of  Tyrian  grain, 
cc  Whofe  teint,  in  virgin-colours  dyed, 
"  Derives  its  blulhing  from  the  bride  ? 
"  Where  is  thy  torch,  fcrenely  bright, 
**  To  lovers  yielding  warmth  and  light, 
"  That  from  the  heart  derives  its  fire, 
"  And  only  can,  with  life,  expire  ? 

"  Will  this  unaclive  mafs  Impart 
**  The  focial  feelings  of  the  heart  ? 
"  Or  can  material  fetters  bind 
"  The  free  affe&ions  of  the  mind  ? 
•c  Through  every  age,  the  Great,  and  Wife^ 
"  Behold  thee  with'fuperior  eyes ; 
cc  Love  fpurns  thy  treafures  with  difdain* 
u  And  Virtue  flies  thy  hoftile  reign. 

"  By 
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*c  By  Love,  .congenial  fouls  embrace,  • 

"  Celeftial  fource  of  human  race! 

•  ,  '.  • 

<c  From  whence,  the  cordial  fenfe  within, 

"  The  bofom'd  amities  of  kin, 

"  The  call  of  nature  to  her  kind, 

"  And  all  the  tunings  of  the  mind, 

<c  That,  winding  Heaven's  harmonious  plan* 

"  Compofe  the  brotherhood  of  man." 

She  faid,  and  gracefully  withdrew  5 
Her  Heps  the  Mule  and  I  purfue. 
Along  an  unfrequented  way 
The  Virgin  led,  nor  led  aftray ; 
Till,  like  the  firft,  in  form  and  fize* 
A  fecond  Fabric  ilruck  our  eyes: 
We  enter'd,  guided  by  the  Fair, 
And  faw  a  fecond  HYMEN  there. 

A  filken  robe,  of  faffron  hue. 
About  his  decent  moulders  flew  | 
While  a  fair  taper's  virgin  light 
Gave  Ovid  to' his  foul  and  fight. 

An  hundred  Cupids  wanton'd  round, 
Whofe  ufelefs  quivers  ftrow'd  the  ground  ; 

VOL.  II.  C  While, 
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While,  carelefs  of  their  wonted  trade, 
They  with  the  Smiling  Graces  play'd. 

Along  the  wall's  extended  fide, 
"With  teints  of  varying  nature  dyed, 
In  needled  tapeftry,  was  told 
The  tale  of  many  a  love  of  old. 

In  groves,  that  breathed  a  citron  air, 
Together  walk'd  the  wedded  pair ; 
Or  toy'd  upon  the  vernal  ground, 
Their  beauteous  offspring  fporting  round  5 
Or,  lock'd  in  fweet  embracement,  lay, 
And  flept,  and  loved,  the  night  away. 

There  fat  Penelope  in  tears, 
Eefieged,  like  Troy,  for  ten  long  years : 
Her  fuitors,  in  a  neighbouring  room, 
Wait  the  long  promife  of  the  loom, 
Which  (he  defers,  from  day  to  day, 
Till  death,  determin'd  to  delay. 
With  thoughts  of  fond  remembrance  wrung, 
Deep  forrowing,  o'er  her  work  fhe  hung ; 
Where,  in  the  fields,  at  Ilium  fought, 
The  labours  of  her  lord  me  wrought, 

The 
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The  toil,  the  duft,  the  flying  foe. 
The  rallied  hod,  the  inftant  blow  ; 
Then,  fighing,  trembled  at  the  view, 
Scared  at  the  dangers  which  (he  drew* 

There  too,  fufpended  o'er  the  wave, 
Alcione  was  feen  to  rave, 
"When,  as  the  foundering  wreck  (he  fpied, 
She  on  her  finking  Ceyx  cried  : 
Her  Ceyx,  though  by  feas  oppreft, 
Still  bears  hef  image  in  his  breaft  ; 
And,  with  his  fondeft  lateft  breath, 
Murmurs,  "  Alcione!"  in  death. 

Panthea  there,  upon  a  bier, 
Laid  the  fole  lord  of  her  defire : 
His  limbs  were  fcatter'd  through  the  plains  •> 
She  join'd,  and  kifs'd,  the  dear  remains* 
Too  ponderous  was  her  weight  of  woe, 
For  fighs  to  rife,  or  tears  to  flow  ; 
On  the  loved  corfe  (he  fix'd  her  view, 
Nor  other  ufe  of  feeing  knew; 
While  high  and  ftedfaft  as  (he  gazed, 
Her  fnowy  arm  a  poniard  raifed, 
Nor  yet  the  defperate  weapon  ftaid, 
But,  for  a  longer  look,  delayed, 

C  a  Till, 
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TH1,  plunged  w;thin  her  beauteous  bread. 
She  on  his  bofom  funk  to  reft. 


But,  O7  beyond  whate'er  was  told 
In  modern  tales,  or  truths  of  old, 
One  Pair,  in  form  and  fpirit  twined, 
Out  loved  the  loves  of  human  kind  j 
She  Hero,  he  Leander,  named, 
For  mutual  faith,  as  'beauty,  famed  I 
Their  ftory,  from  its  Iburce,  begun, 
And7  to  the  fatal  period,  run. 

While,  bow'd  at  Cytherea*s  (hrine, 
The  Youth  adores  her  power  divine,, 
He  fees  her  blooming  prieftefs  there^ 
Beyond  the  fea-born  goddefs,  fair  : 
She,  as  fome  God,  the  (tripling  eyes, 
Jult  lighted  from  his  native  fkies — 
The  God,  whofe  chariot  guides  the  hourj 
Or  haply,  Love's  immortal  power. 

At  once,  their  corcfcious  glances  fpokey 
Like  fate,  the  (trong  and  mutual  (troke  -9 
Attracted  by  a^fecret  force, 
Like  currents  meeting  in  their  courfe, 


That, 
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That,  thence,  one  dream  for  ever  rolls, 
Together  ruih'd  their  mingling  fouls, 
Too  clofe  for  fortune  to  divide, 
For  each  was  loft  in  either  tide. 

In  vain,  by  risthlefs  parents  torn, 
Their  bodies  are  a  (under  born, 
And  towering  bulwarks  intervene, 
And  envious  ocean  rolls  between  ; 
Love  wings  their  letters  o'er  the  fea, 
And  kiffes  melt  the  feals  away. 

And  now  the  fable  night  impends, 
Leander  to  the  fhore  descends,     , 
Exults  at  the  appointed  hour, 
And  marks  the  fignal  on  the  tower— 
A  torch,  to  guide  the  Lover's  way, 
Endear'd  beyond  the  brighteft  day  i 

At  once,  he  plunges  in  the  tide  3 
His  arms  the  Hellefpont  divide  ; 
The  danger  and  the  toil  he  braves, 
And  dafhes  the  contending  waves. 

While  near,  and  nearer  to  his  fight, 
The  taper  darts  a  ruddier  light, 

C  Recruited 
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Recruited  at  the  view,  he  glows  •, 
Afide  the  whelming  billow  throws  : 
The  winds  and  feas  oppofe  in  vain ; 
He  fpurns,  he  mounts,  he  fkims  the  main. 

Now,  from  the  tower,  where  Hero  ftoocjj, 
And  threw  a  radiance  o'er  the  flood, 
Leander,  in  the  deep,  fhe  fpied, 
And  would  have  fprung  to  join  his  fidej 
Howe'er,  her  wiihes  make  eflay, 
And  clafp  and  warm  him  on  his  way. 

The  main  is  cfofs'd,  the  more  is  gain'd, 
The  long  wifh'd  hour,  at  laft,  attain'd. 
But,  lovers,  if  there  e'er  arofe 
A  pair,  fo  form'd  and  fond  as  thofe, 
•     So  loved,  fo  beauteous,  and  fo  bleft, 
Alone  can  fpeak  or  think  the  reft; 
Nor  will  the  weeping  mufe  unfokl 
The  clofe,  t;oo  tragic  to  be  told  I 

Long  were  the  loving  lift  to  name, 
With  Portia's  faith,  that  fwallow'd  flame ; 
But  much  the  longer  lift  were  thofe 
Whole  joys  weie  unallay'd  by  woesj 
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Whofe  blifs  no  cruel  parents  croft, 
Whofe  love  not  ages  could  exhauft, 
Where  not  a  cloud  did  intervene,, 
Or  once  o'er-caft  their  bright  ferene, 
But,  through  the  fummer's  day  of  life, 
The  hufband  tender  as  the  wife, 
Like  Henry  and  his  Nut-brown  Maid, 
Their  faith  nor  fhaken  nor  decay'd, 
Together  ran  the  blifsful  race, 
Together  lived,  and  flept  in  peace. 

Long  time,  the  much  inquiring  Maid, 
From  ftory,  on  to  ftory  ftray'd  ; 
Joy'd  in  the  joys  that  lovers  know, 
Or  wept  her  tribute  to  their  woe  ; 
Till  HYMEN,  with  a  placid  air, 
Approaching,  thus  addreft  the  Fair. 

t 
"  Hail  to  the  Nymph,  whofe  facred  train 

*c  Of  virtues  fhall  reftore  my  reign  ! 

**  Whatever  the  wifhes  of  thy  foul, 

*'  But  fpeak  them?  and  pofTefs  the  whole.*' 

"  Thanks,  gentle  Power,"  the  Maid  replied  5 
«  Your  bounty  {hall  be  amply  triec}. 

C  4  ?!  I  feek 


24      THE  TEMPLE  OF  HYMEN, 

<c  I  feck  not  titles,  rank,  or  (late, 
"  Superfluous  to  the  truly  great; 
<e  Nor  yer,  to  fordid  wealth  inclined, 
"  The  pooreft  pafiion  of  the  mind  j 
<c  But,  fimply  fix'd  to  nature's  plan, 
"  I  feek  the  ASSOCIATE  in  the  MAN. 

"  Yet,  O  beware  !  for  much  depends 
"  On  what  that  iyllable  intends. 

c?  Give  him  a  form  that  may  delight 
<c  My  inward  fenfe,  my  mental  fight  5 
"  In  every  outward  adt,  defign'd 
"  To  fpeak  an  elegance  of  mind. 

*c  In  him,  by  fcience,  travel,  tafte, 
«*  Be  nature  polifh'd,  not  defaced  ; 
<6  And  fet,  as  is  the  brilliant  ftone, 
«  To  be,  with  double  luftre,  fhewn. 

"  Sweet  be  the  mufic  of  his  tongue, 
"  And,  as  the  lyre  of  David,  ftrung, 
44  To  fteai,  from  each  delighted  day, 
«  Afflidion,  c^re,  and  time,  away. 

<f  Within  his  comprehenfive  foul 
**  Let  Heaven's  Harmonious  Syftem  roll  * 

2  There 
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"  There  let  the  Great,  the  Good,  the  Wife, 

<c  Of  famed  antiquity  arife, 

"  From  every  age  and  every  clime, 

"  Eluding  death,  and  circling  time  ? 

*c  There  let  the  SACRED  VIRTUES  meet, 

"  And  range  their  known  and  native  feat ! 

46  There  let  the  Charities  unite, 

"  And  Human  Feelings  weep  Delight !" 

<(  Kind  POWER  !  if  Such  a  Youth  you  know, 
"  He's  all  the  Heaven  I  afk,  below." 

So  wifli'd  the  much  afpiring  Maid ; 
Pale  turn'd  the  POWER,  and,  fighing,  faid  : 

"  Alas!  like  him  you  fondly  claim, 
«  Through  every  boafted  form  and  name, 
<c  That  graces  Nature's  varying  round, 
«*  A  SECOND  is  not  to  be  found  ! 
«c  Your  fuit,  Fair  Creature,  mud  mifcany, 
?!  Till  CHARLEMONT  refolves  to  marry.'! 


THE 


THE 


S  P  A  R  R  O  W  and  the  DOVE, 


T  T  was,  as  learn'd  traditions  fay, 

•*"  Upon  an  April's  blithfome  day, 

When  Pleafure,  ever  on  the  wing, 

Return'd  companion  of  the  fpring, 

And  chear'd  the  birds  with  amorous  heat, 

Inftrucling  little  hearts  to  beat ; 

A  Sparrow,  frolic,  gay,  and  young, 

Of  bold  addrefs,  and  flippant  tongue, 

Juft  left  his  lady  of  a  night, 

Like  him,  to  follow  new  delight; , 

The  youth,  of  many  a  conqueft  vainf 
Flew  off  to  feek  the  chirping  train  j 
The  chirping  train  he  quickly  found, 
with  a  faucy  eafe  bow'd  round. 
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For  every  me  his  bofom  burns, 
And  this,  and  that,  he  wooes  by  turns  ; 
And  here  a  (igh,  and  there  a  bill, 
And  here — "  thofe  eyes,  fo  form'd  to  kill !" 
And  now,  with  ready  tongue,  he  firings 
Unmeaning,  foft,  refiftlefs  things  ; 
With  v  ows  and  ckm-me's  fkill'd  to  woo, 
As  other  pretty  fellows  do. 
Not  that  he  thought  this  fhort  eflay 
A  prologue  needful  to  his  play ; 
No,  truft  me,  fays  our  learned  letter, 

He  knew  the  virtuous  fex  much  better : 

, 

But  thefe  he  held  as  fpecious  arts, 
To  fhew  his  own  fuperior  parts  j 
The  form  of  decency  to  (hield, 
And  give  a  juft  pretence  to  yield. 

Thus  finifhing  his  courtly  play, 
He  mark'd  the  favourite  of  a  day ; 
With  carelefs  impudence  drew  near, 

And  whifper'd  hebrew  in  her  ear; 

- 

A  hint,  which,  like  the  mafon's  fign, 

The  confcious  can  alone  define* 

The  fluttering  nymph,  expert  at  feigning, 
Cried,  "  Sir — pray,  fir,  explain  your  meaning — 

"  Go3 
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*'  Go,  prate  to  thofe  that  may  endure  ye — 
"  To  me  this  rudenefs! — I'll  aflure  ye !" 
Then  off  me  glided,  like  a  fwallow, 
As  faying — you  guefs  where  to  follow. 

To  fuch  as  know  the  party  fet, 
' Tis  needlefs  to  declare  they  met ; 
The  parfon's  barn,  a'3  authors  mention, 
Confeft  the  fair  had  apprehenfion. 
Her  honour  there  fecure  from  ftain, 
She  held  all  further  trifling  vain, 
No  more  affefted  to  be  coy, 
But  rufh'd  licentious  on  the  joy. 

"  Hid,  love!" — the  male  companion  cried; 
"  Retire  a  while,  I  fear  we  are  fpied." 
Nor  was  the  caution  vain  ;  he  faw 
A  Turtle  ruftling  in  the  draw, 
While  o'er  her  callow  brood  me  hung, 
And  fondly  thus  addreft  her  young. 

Ye  tender  objects  of  my  care  ! 
Peace,  peace,  ye  little  helplefs  pair ! 
Anon  he  comes,  your  gentle  fire, 
And  brings  you  all  your  hearts  require. 

N  For 
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For  us,  his  infants,  and  his  bride, 
For  usa  with  only  love  to  guide, 
Our  lord  afllimes  an  eagle's  fpeed, 
And  like  a  lion  dares  to  bleed. 
Nor  yet  by  wintry  fides  confined, 
He  mounts  upon  the  rudeft  wind ; 
From  danger  tears  the  vital  fpoil, 
And  with  affection  fweetens  toil. 
Ah  ceafe,  too  venturous!  ceafe  to  dare  j 
In  thine,  our  dearer  fafety  fpare  ! 
From  him,  ye  cruel  falcons,  ftray  v 
And  turn,  ye  fowlers,  far  away  ! 

r 

Should  1  furvive  to  fee  the  day, 
That  tears  me  from  rpyfelf  away, 
That  cancels  all  that  Heaven  could  give, 
The  life  by  which  alone  I  live; 
Alas,  how  more  than  loft  were  I, 
Who,  in  the  thought,  already  die ! 

i 

Ye  Powers,  whom  men  and  birds  obey, 

^ 
Great  rulers  of  your  creatures,  fay, 

Why  mourning  comes,  by  blifs  conveyed, 
And  even  the  fweets  of  love  allay'd  ? 
Where  grows  enjoyment,  tall,  and  fair, 

Around  it  twines  entangling  cares 

While 
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While  fear  for  what  our  fouls  poflefs, 
Enervates  every  power  to  blefs  : 
Yet  friendihip  forms  the  blifs  above; 
And,  life!  what  art  thou,  without  Love? 

Our  Hero,  who  had  heard  apart, 
Felt  fomething  moving  in  his  heart ; 

-  •* 

But  quickly,  with  difdain,  fuppreft 
The  virtue  riling  in  his  breaft : 
And  firft  he  feign'd  to  laugh  aloud  ; 
And  next,  approaching,  fmiled  and  bow'd. 

<c  Madam,  you  muft  not  think  me  rude; 
"  Good  manners  never  can  intrude. 
"  I  vow  I  come  thro'  pure  good  nature — 
"  Upon  my  foul,  a  charming  creature  ! — 
ct  Are  thefe  the  comforts  of  a  wife  ? 
"  This  careful,  cloifter'd,  moaping  life  ? 
*c  No  doubt,  that  odious  thing,  calPd  duty, 
"  Is  a  fweet  province,  for  a  beauty. 
"  Thou  pretty  ignorance!  thy  will 
"  Is  meafured  to  thy  want  of  ikill ; 
*  That  good  old-fafhion'd  dame,  thy  mother, 
*c  Has  taught  thy  infant  years  no  other— 
<c  The  greateft  ill  in  the  creation, 
^  Is  fure  the  want  of  education  ! 

"  But 


32      THE  SPARROW  AND  THE  DOVE, 

"  But  think  ye  ?  —  tell  me  without  feigning, 
"  Have  all  thefe  charms  no  further  meaning  ? 
"  Dame  nature,  if  you  don't  forget  her, 
"  Might  teach  your  ladyfhip  much  better. 
"  For  (hame,  reject  this  mean  employment; 
"  Enter  the  world,  and  tafte  enjoyment, 
"  Where  time,  by  circling  blifs,  we  meafure; 
**  Beauty  was  form'd  alone  for  pleafure  ! 
<c  Come,  prove  the  blefTing,  follow  me  ; 
"  Be  wife,  be  happy,  and  be  free." 

<c  Kind  fir,"  replied  our  Matron  chafte, 
"  Your  zeal  fcems  pretty  much  in  hafte. 
«c  I  own,  the  fondnefs  to  be  bleft, 
<e  Is  a  deep  third  in  every  bread  : 
"  Of  bleflings  too  I  have  my  ftore  ; 

Yet  quarrel  not,  mould  Heaven  give  more. 

Then  prove  the  change  to  be  expedient, 

And  think  me,  fir,  your  mofl  obedient/' 


Here  turning,  as  to  one  inferior, 
Our  Gallant  fpoke,   and  frniled  fuperior. 
46  Methinks,  to  quit  your  boafted  flation, 
"  Requires  a  world  of  hefitation  ! 
"  Where  brats  and  bonds  are  held  a  blefilng, 
*'  The  cafe,  I  doubt,  is  pad  redreffing. 

«  Why, 


" 


cc 


" 


A      F    A    B    L    E.  53 

Why,  child,  fuppofe  the  joys  I  mention, 
Were  the  mere  fruits  of  my  invention, 
You've  caufe  fufficient  for  your  carriage, 
"  In  flying  from  the  curfe  of  marriage; 
6C  That  fly  decoy,  with  varied  fnares, 
"  That  takes  your  widgeons  in  by  pairs  ; 
"  Alike  to  hufband,  and  to  wife, 
"  The  cure  of  love,  and  bane  of  life  j 
"  The  only  method  of  forecafting, 
"  To  make  misfortune  firm  and  lading; 
<c  The  fin,  by  heaven's  peculiar  fentence, 
<c  Unpterdon'd,  through  a  life's  repentance  : 
"  It  is  the  double  fnake,  that  weds 
"  A  common  tail  to  different  heads, 
"  That  lead  the  carcafs  ftill  aftray, 
<c  By  dragging  each  a  different  way. 
"  Of  all  the  ills  that  may  attend  me, 
<c  From  marriage,  mighty  gods,  defend  me! 


"  Give  me  frank  nature's  wild  demefne, 
And  boundlefs  tradl:  of  air  ferene, 
Where  Fancy,  ever  wing'd  for  change, 
Delights  to  jport,  delights  to  range. 
There,  Liberty  !  to  thee  is  owing 
"  Whate'er  of  blifs  is  worth  beftowing: 

VOL.  II.      !  D  «  Delights, 
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"  Delights/ !{H11  varied^  and  divine, 

"  Sweet  goddefs  of  the  hills"!  are  thine.     • 

"  What  fay  you  now,  you  pretty  pink  you  ? 
"  Have  1  for  once  fpokereafon,  think  you  ? 
"  You  take  me  now  for  no  romancer— 
cc  Come,  never  ftudy  for  an  anfwer  ; 
cc  Away,  caft  every  care  behind  ye, 

"  And  fly  where  joy  alone  fhall  find  ye." 

i 

"  Soft  yet,"  return'd  our  female  fencer, 
<c  A  qucftion  more,  or  fo — and  then,  fir. 
"  You  have  rallied  me  with  fenfe  exceeding/ 
"  With  much  fine  wit,    and  better  breeding  : 
"  But  pray,  fir,  how  do  you  contrive  it  ? 
"  Do  thofe  of  your  world  never  wive  it  ?" 

No,  no—-"  How  then?"— Why  dare  I  tell  ?— 
What  does  the  bufinefs  full  as  well. 

"  Do  you  ne'er  love  ?" — An  hour  at  leifure. 
t6  Have  you  no  friendfhips  ?" — Yes,  for  pleafure, 
"  No  care  for  little  ones  ?" — We  get  'em  ; 
The  reft  the  mothers  mind,  and  let  'em. 

"  Thou  wretch,"  rejoin'd  the  kindling  Dove, 
**  Quite  loft  to  life,  as  toft  to  love  I 

"  Whene'er 
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**  Whene'er  misfortune  comes,  how  juft  ! 

"  And  come  misfortune  furely  muft; 

«c  In  the  dread  feafon  of  difmay, 

"  In  that  your  hour  of  trial,   fay, 

"  Who  then  (hall  prop  your  finking  heart  ? 

"  Who  bear  affliction's  weightier  part  ? 

"  Say,  when  the  black-brow'd  welkin  bends, 
"  And  winter's  gloomy  form  impends, 
"  To  mourning  turns  all  tranfient  chear, 
"  And  blafts  th6  melancholy  yearj 
"  For  times,  at  no  perfuafion,  ftay, 
<c  Nor  vice  can  find  perpetual  May  *9* 
"  Then  where's  that  tongue,  by  folly  fed  ? 

"  That  foul  of  pertnefs,  whither  fled  ? 

"  All  (hrunk  within  thy  lonely  neft, 

"  Forlorn*  abandon'd,   and  unbleil ! 

«*  No  friends,  by  cordial  bonds  allied, 

tc  Shall  feek  thy  cold  unfocial  fide  -, 

"  No  chirping  prattlers,  to  delight 

"  Shall  turn  the  long-enduring  night ; 

**  No  bride  her  words  of  balm  impart, 

«'  And  warm  thee  at  her  conftant  heart. 

<c  Freedom,,  retrained  by  Reafon's  force, 
w  Is  as  the  fun's  unvarying  courfe, 

D  2  "  Benignly 


• 
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"  Benignly  adive,.  fweetly  bright, 
"  Affording  warmth,  affording  light ; 
"  But  torn  from  Virtue's  facred  rules, 
"  Becomes  a  comet,  gazed  by  fools, 
"  Foreboding  cares,  and  ftorms,  and  ftrife, 
*'  And  fraught  with  all  the  plagues  of  life. 

<c  Thou  fool !  by  Union,  every  creature 
"  Subfifts  through  univerfal  nature  ; 
"  And  this,  to  beings  void  of  mind, 
*c  Is  wedlock  of  a  meaner  kind. 

*'  While  womb'd  in  fpace,  primaeval  clay 
"  A  yet  unfafhion'd  embryo  lay, 
"  The  Source  of  Endlefs  Good  above 
<e  Shot  down  his  fpark  of  kindling  LOVE  : 
<e  Touch'd  Jby  the  all-enlivening  flame, 
<c  Then  motion  firft  exulting  came  ; 
<c  Each  atom  fought  its  feparate  clafs, 
"  Through  many  a  fair  enamour'd  mafs  ; 
<c  Love  call  the  central  charm  around, 
^  And  with  eternal  nuptials  bound. 
M  Then  form  and  order,  o'er  the  Iky, 
««  Firft  train'd  their  bridal  pomp  on  high  ; 


The 
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«*  The  fun  difplay'd  his  orb  to  fight, 
Jf  And  burnt  with  hymeneal  light. 


u  Hence  nature's  virgin-womb  conceived,' 
"  And  with  the  genial  burden  heaved  : 
**  Forth  came  the  oak,  her  firft  born  heir,  * 

fiA    i> 

"  And  fcaled  the  breathing  fteep  of  air ; 

•c  Then  infant  $ems,  of  various  ufe, 

"  Imbibed  her  fpft  maternal  juice  -9 

<c  The  flowers,  in  early  bloom  difclofed, 

"  Upon  her  fragrant  bread  repofed  •, 

<c  Within  her  warm  embraces  grew, 

u  A  race  of  endlefs  form  and  hue; 

"  Then  pour'd  her  lefler  offspring  round, 

*'  And  fondly 'cloath'd  their  parent  ground. 

<c  Nor  here  alone  the  virtue  reign'd, 
"  By  matters  cumbering  forhi  detain'd  ; 
"  But  thence,  fubliming,  and  refined, 
"  Afpired,  and:reach'd  its  kindred  Mind : 
"  Caught  in  the  fond,  celeftial  nre, 
*'  The  mind  perceived  unknown  defire  ; 
u  And  now  with  kind  efnifion  'flov/'d, 
5*  And  now  with  cordial  ardours  glovv'd  •, 

03  "  Beheld 
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"  Beheld  the  lymparhetic  Fair, 

"  And  loved  its  own  refemblance  there; 

<c  On  ail  with  circling  radiance  (hone, 

?'  But,  centering,  fix'd  on  one  alone ; 

*c  There  clafp'd  the  heaven-appointed  Wife* 

?'  And  doubled  every  joy  of  life, 

"  Here  ever  blefiing,  ever  bleft, 
"  Refides  this  beauty  of  the  bread  •, 
4C  As  from  his  palace,  here  the  God- • 
^  Still  beams  effulgent  blifs  abroad  -, 
"  Here  gems  his  own  eternaj  round, 
"  The  ring,  by  which  the  world  is  bound  ; 
"  Here  bids  his  feat  of  empire  grow, 
"  And  builds  his  little  Heaven  below. 

"  The  bridal  partners  thus  allied, 
4t  And  thus  in  fweet  accordance  tied, 
"  One  body,  heart,  and  fpirit,  live, 
"  Enrich'd  by  every  joy  they  give-, 
"  Like  echo,  frqm  her  vocal  holdr 

"  Return'd  in  .mi)fic  twenty  fold. 

' 

cs  Their  union  firm,  and  undecay'd, 

'  •• 

"  Nor  time  can  lliake,  nor  power  invade; 
*£  But  as  the  ftem  and  fcion  fland, 
*'  Ingrafted  by  a  fkilful  hand, 

«  They 
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.   - 
"  They  check  the  temped's  wintry  rage, 

<c  And  bloom  and  drengthen  into  age. 

"  A  thoufand  amities  unknown, 

"  And  powers,  perceiv'd  by  Love  alone, 

"  Endearing  looks,  and  chafte  defire, 

"  Fan  and  fupport.the  mutual  fire, 

"  Whofe  flame,  perpetual  as  refined, 

"  Is  fed  by  an  immortal  mind.  ,  ^ 

"  Nor  yet  the  nuptial  fandion  ends  \ 
"  Like  Nile  it  opens,   and  defcends, 
«c  W'hich,  by  apparent  windings  led, 
46  We  trace  to  its  celedial  head  : 
"  The  fire,  fird  fpringing  from  above, 
"  Becomes  the  fource  of  life  and  love, 

"  And  gives  his  filial  heir  to  flow, 

• 
"  In  fondnefs  down  on  fons  below. 

*  •* 
l<  Thus  roll'd  in  one  continued  tide, 

. 

"  To  time's  extremed  verge  they  glide ; 

'  if 

^  While  kindred  dreams,  on  either  hand, 

M  Branch  forth  in  ble (Tings  o'er  the  land. 

to  '» 

*(  Thee,,wretcii!  no  Hfping  babe  fliall  "name, 
<c  No  late  returning  brother  claim, 
"  No  kjnfman  on  thy  road  rejoice, 

<c    XT      rn.  i  •  -  i    ** 

c  No  uiter  greet  thy  entering  voice, 

D  4  "  With 
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"  With  partial  eyes  no  parents  fee, 

«  And  blefs  their  years  reftored  in  thec. 

"  In  age  rejeded,  or  declined, 
"  An  alien  even  among  thy  kind, 
«c  The  partner  of  thy  fcorn'd  embrace 
"  Shall  play  the  wanton  in  thy  face  ; 
"  Each  fpark  unplume  thy  little  pride, 
M  All  friendfhip  fly  thy  faithlefs  fide  ; 

"  Thy  name  mall  like  thy  carcafs  rot, 

- 
u  In  ficknefs  fpurn'd,  in  death  forgot. 

"  All-  giving  Pow'r  !  great  Source  of  Life  ! 

ST^DI  bri 
^  O  hear  the  parent!   hear  the  wife! 

*'  That  life  thou  lendefl  from  above, 

•    • 
<;  Though  little,   make  it  large  in  love  ! 

<c  O  bid  my  feeling  heart  expand 

"  To  every  claim,  on  every  hand; 

"  To  thofe  from  whom  my  days  I  drew, 

-  -          •  *T         '  ^  >'         1  »» 

*c  To  theie  in  whom  thofe  days  renew  j 

To  all  my  kin,,  however  wide, 
/f  n^ci]     j_  . 

<c  In  cordial  w/rmtfi,  as  blood  allied  ; 

• 

cc 


.      ..  „,.  ;     > 
To  friends,-  .with  ileelfy  fetters  twined, 

^Clt'.-;  ;       '  '      ' 

4C  And  to  the  cruel  not  unkind  ! 


««But 
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ct  But  chief,  the  lord  of  my  'define, 

c*  My  life,  myfelf,  my  foul,  my  fire, 

• 4 
"  Friends^  children,  all  thatwidi  can  claim, 

"  Chafte  pafiion  clafp,  and  rapture  name; 

:     4  .  .    . 
"  O  fpare  him,  (pare  him,  Gracious  Power ) 

**  O  give  him  to  my  latefl  hour  ! 
& 

*c  Let  me  my  kngth  of  life  employ, 
"  To  give  my;folc  enjoyment  joy ; 
"  His  love,  let  mutual  love  excite ; 
**•  Turn  all  my  cares  to  his  delight ; 
*c  And  every  needlefs  bleBlng-fpare, 
<c  Wherein  my  darling  wants  a  fhare. 
t<  When  he  with  graceful  action  wooes 
"  And  fweetly  bills,  and  fondly  coo^ 
*c  Ah  !   deck  me,  to  his  eyes  a-lone, 
<c  Vvrith  charms  attradlive  as  his  own  ; 
"  And  in  my  circling  wings  careft, 
"  Give  all  the  lover  to  my  bread. 
"  Then  in  ourchafte,  connubial  bed, 
<c  My  bofom  pillow'd  for  his  head, 
"  His  eyes  with  blisful  flumbecs  clofe, 
c  And  watch,,  \vkh.me,  my  lord's  repofe; 
*c  Your  peace  around  his  ternpks  twise, 
46  And  love  hiai,  with  a  love  like  mine. 


<c  And, 
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"  And,  for  I  know  his  generous  flame, 
"  Beyond  whate'er  my  fex  can  claim, 
"  Me  too  to  your  protedion  take, 
'*  And  fpare  me  for  my  hufband's  fake. 
"  Let  one  unruffled  calrh  delight 
"  The  loving,  and  beloved  unite  5 
"  Cne  pure  defire  our  bofoms  warm, 
"  One  will  direct,  one  wifh  inform  ; 
Cft  Through  life,  one  mutual  aid  fuftain  ; 
"  In  death,  one  peaceful  grave  contain  I" 

While, -'(welling  with  the  darling  theme, 
Her  accents  pour'd  an  endlefs  dream, 
The  well-known  wings  a  found  impart, 
That  reach'd  her  ear,  and  touch'd  her  heart : 
Quick  dropp'd  the  mufic  of  her  tongue, 
And  forth,  with  eager  joy,  (he  fprung  ; 
As  fwift  her  entering  confort  flew, 
And  plumed  and  kindled  at  the  view  ; 
Their  wings  their  fouls  embracing  meet, 
Their  hearts  with  anfwering  meafure  beat ; 
Half  loft  in  facred  fweets,  and  bleft 
With  raptures  felt,  but  ne'er  expreft. 

Straight  to  her  humble  roof  me  led 
The  partner  of  her  fpotkfs  bed : 
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Her  young,  a  fluttering  pair,  arife, 
Their  welcome  fparkling in  their  eyes; 
Tranfported,  to  their  fire  they  bound, 
And  hang  with  fpeechlefs  action  round. 
In  pleafure  wrapt,  the  parents  Hand, 
And  fee  their  little  wings  expand; 
The  fire,  his  life  fuftaihing  prize 
To  each  expecting  bill  applies, 
There  fondly  pours  the  wheaten  fpoil, 
With  tranfport  given,  tho'  won  with  toil ; 
While,  all  collected  at  the  fight, 
And  filent  through  fupreme  delight, 
The  Fair  high  Heaven  of  blifs  beguiles, 
And  on  her  lord  and  infants  fmiles. 

The  Sparrow,  whofe  attention  hung 
Upon  the  Dove's  enchanting  tongue, 
Of  all  his  little  (lights  difarm'd, 
And  from  himfelf,  by  VIRTUE,  charm'd ; 
When  now  he  faw,  what  only  feem'd, 
A  fact,  fo  late  a  fable  deem'd, 
His  foul  to  envy  he  refigned, 
His  hours  of  folly  to  the  wind; 
In  fecret  wifli'd  a  Turtle  too, 
And  fighing  to  himfeif  withdrew. 

THE 


' 


THE 
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I S  faid  of  widow,  maid,  and  wife, 

That  Honour  is  a  woman's  life: 

.> 

Unhappy  fex !  who  only  claim 
A  being,  in  the  breath  of  Fame, 
Which  tainted,  not  the  quickening  gales 
That  fweep  Sabasa's  fpicy  vales, 
Nor  all  the  healing  fweets  reftore, 
That  breathe  along  Arabia's  more. 

The  traveller,  if  he  chance  to  ftray, 
May  turn  uncenfured  to  his  way; 
Polluted  dreams  again  are  pure, 
And  deepeft  wounds  admit  a  cure : 
But  woman  no  redemption  knows ; 
The  wounds  of  Honour  never  clofe  ! 

Tho' 
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Tho'  diflant  every  hand  to  guide, 
Nor  fkill'd  on  life's  tempeftiious  tide, 
If  once  her  feeble  bark  recede, 
Or  deviate  from  the  cotirfe  decreed, 
In  vain  fhe  feeks  the  friendlefs  fhore— 
Her  fwifter  folly  flies  before  •, 
The  circling  ports  againft  her  clofe, 
And  fhut  the  wanderer  from  repofe  ; 
'Till,  by  conflicting  waves  oppreft, 
Her  foundering  pinnace  finks  to  reft. 

"  Are  there  no  offerings  to  atone, 
"  For  but  a  fingle  error  ?" — None. 
Tho'  woman  is  avow'd,  of  old, 
No  daughter  of  celeftial  mould, 
Her  tempering  not  without  allay, 
And  form'd  but  of  the  finer  clay, 
We  challenge  from  the  mortal  dame 
The  ftrength  angelic  natures  claim  *, 
Nay  more  •,  for  facred  (lories  tell, 
That  even  Immortal  Angels  fell. 

«  Whatever  fills  the  teeming  fphere 
"  Of  humid  earth,  and  ambient  air, 

«  With 
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"  Wkh  varying  elements  endued, 

"  Was  form'd  to  fall,  and  rife  renew'd. 

"  The  (lars  no  fix'd  duration  know ; 
"  Wide  oceans  ebb,  again  to  flow  ; 
"  The  moon  replctes  her  waining  face, 
"  All-beauteous,  from  her  late  difgrace  \ 
ct  And  funs,  that  mourn  approaching  night, 
"  Refulgent  rife  with  new-born  light.        * . 

"  In  vain  may  Death  and  Time  fubdue, 
"  While  Nature  mints  her  race  anew, 
"  And  holds  fome  vital  ipark  apart, 

i 

'*  Like  Virtue,  hid  in  every  heart : 
<c  'Tis  hence,  reviving  warmth  is  feen 
u  To  cloath  a  naked  world  in  green  ; 
"  No  longer  barr'd  by  winter's  cold, 
"  Again  the  gates  of  life  unfold  ; 
"  Again  each  infect  tries  his  wing, 
<c  And  lifts  frefh  pinions  on  the  fpring ; 
<e  Again,  from  every  latent  root, 
«c  The  bladed  item  and  tendril  (hoot, 
"  Exhaling  incenfe  to  the  Ikies, 
"  Again  to  perifh,  and  to  rife. 

«  And 
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"  And  mud  weak  woman  then  difown 
"  The  change,  to  which  a  world  is  prone  ? 
*'  In  one  meridian  brightnefs  fhine, 
"  And  ne'er  like  evening  funs  decline  ? 
"  Refolved  and  firm  alone  ? — Is  this 
"  What  we  demand  of  woman  ?" — Yes. 

"  But  fliould  the  fpark  of  veilal  fire, 
cc  In  fome  unguarded  hour  expire  ; 
"  Or  fhould  the  nightly  thief  invade 
"  Hefperia's  chafte  and  facred  made, 
**  Of  all  the  blooming  fpoil  pofieft, 
<c  The  dragon  Honour  charm'd  to  reft  ; 
<c  Shall  Virtue's  flame  no  more  return  ? 
"  No  more  with  virgin  fplendor  burn  ? 
<c  No  more  the  ravaged  garden  blow 
"  With  fpring's  fucceeding  bloffom?" — No* 
Pity  may  mourn,  but  not  reftore ; 
And  woman  falls,  to  rife  no  more  ! 


WITHIN  this  fublunary  fphere, 
A  country  lies — no  matter  where ; 
The  clime  may  readily  be  found, 
By  all  who  tread  poetic  ground. 

A 
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A  ftream,  calPd  Life,  acrofs  it  glides, 
And  equally  the  land  divides  : 
And  here,  of  Vice  the  .province  lifs ; 
And  there,  the  hills  of  VIRTUE  rife  ! 

Upon  a  mountain's  airy  ftandj 
Whofe  fummit  look'd  to  either  land, 
An  Ancient -Pair  their  dwelling  chofe, 
As  well  for  profpecl:,  as  repofe; 
For  mutual  faith  they  long  were  famed, 
And  Temperance,  and  Religion,  named. 

A  numerous  progeny  divine, 
Confeit  the  honours  of  their  line : 
But  in  a  little  Daughter  fair, 
Was  center'd  more  than  half  their  care  5 
For  Heaven,  to  gratulate  her  birth, 
Gave  figns  of  future  joy  to  earth  : 
White  was  the  robe  this  infant  wore, 
And  Chaftity  the  name  fhe  bore. 

As  now  the  Maid  in  ilature  grew*, 
A  flower  juft  opening  to  the  view  ! 
Oft  thro*  her  native  lawns  (lie  ftray'd, 
And  wreftling  with  the  lambkins  play'd: 

VOL.  II.  E  Her 
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Her  looks  diffufive  fweets  bequeath'd* 
The  breeze  grew  purer  as  ihe  breath'd  j 
The  morn  her  radiant  blufh  affumed, 
The  fpring  with  earlier  fragrance  bloom'd ; 
And  Nature  yearly  took  delight, 
Like  her,  to  drefs  the  world  in.  white. 

But  when  her  rifing  form  was  feen 
To  reach  the  crifis  of  fifteen, 
Her  parents  up  the  mountain's  head, 
With  anxious  ftep  their  darling  led ; 
By  turns  they  fnatch'd  her  to  their  breaft, 
And  thus  the  fears  of  age  expreft. 


<s  O  joyful  caufe  of  many  a  care  ! 
<c  O  daughter,  too  divinely  fair ! 
"  Yon  world,  on  this  important  day, 
*c  Demands  thee  to  a  dangerous  way ; 
"  A  painful  journey  all  muftgo, 
u  Whofe  doubtful  period  none  can  know; 
"  Whofe  due  direction  who  can  find, 
"  Where  Reafon's  mute,  and  Senie  is  blind  ? 
u  Ah,  what  unequal  leaders  thefe, 
"  Thro'  fuch  a  wide  perplexing  maze  ! 
<6  Then  mark  the  warnings  of  the  wife, 
<c  And  learri  what  love  and  years  advife, 

"  Far 
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46  Far  to  the  right  thy  profpecl:  bend, 
4C   Where  yonder  towering  hills  afcend : 
4C  Lo,  there  the  arduous  path's  in  view, 
4C  Which  VIRTUE,  and  her  fonspurfue; 
4C  With  toil  o'er  leflcning  earth  they  rife, 
"  And  gain,  and  gain,  upon  the  fkies ! 
4C  Narrow's  the  way  her  children  tread; 
46  No  walk  for  pleafure  fmoothly  fpread, 
"  But  rough,  and  difficult,  and  fteep, 
"  Painful  to  climb,  and  hard  to  keep. 

4<  Fruits  immature  thofe  lands  difpenfe* 
"  A  food  indelicate  to  fenfe, 
46  Of  tafte  unpleafant;  yet  from  thofe 
46  Pure  health  with  chearful  vigour  flows, 
"  And  ftrength  unfeeling  of  decay, 
46  Throughout  the  long  laborious  way. 

"  Hence,  as  they  fc ale  that  Heavenly  road, 
46  Each  limb  is  lightened  of  its  load ; 
46  From  earth  refining  {till  they  go, 
4t  And  leave  the  mortal  weight  below: 
4C  Then  fpreads  the  ftrait,  the  doubtful  clears, 
i4  And  fmooth  the  rugged  path  appears ; 
44  For  cuftom  turns  fatigue  to  cafe, 
46  And,  taught  by  VIRTUE,  pain  can  pleafe. 

E  2  "At 
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"  At  length,  the  tollfome  journey  o'er, 
"  And  near  the  bright  celeftial  (hore, ' 
•*  A  gulph,  black,  fearful,  and  profound, 
"  Appears,  of  either  world  the  bound, 
"  Thro5  darknefs  leading  up  to  light : 
"  Senfe  backwards  (brinks,  and  fliuns  the  fight  $ 
*;  For. there  the  tranfitory  train, 
"  Of  time,  and  form,  and  care,  and  pain, 
"  And  matter's  grofs  incumberingmafs, 
"  Man's  late  aflbeiates,  cannot  pafs, 
<6  But  finking,  quit  the  immortal  charge> 
"  And  leave  the  wondering  foul  at  large  j 
ec  Lightly  (he  wings  her  obvious  v/ay, 
"  And  mingles  with  eternal  day. 

"  Thither,  O  thither,  wing  thy  fpeed, 
"  Tho9  Pleafure  charm,  or  Pain  impede ! 
*€  To  fuch  the  ALL-BOUNTEOUS  POWER  has  given, 
<c  Fpr  prefent  earth,  a  future  Heaven ; 
"  For  trivial  lofs,  unmeafured  gain  > 
*6  And  endlefs  blifs,  for  tranfient  pain. 

"  Then  fear,  ah !  fear  to  turn  thy  fight, 
"  Where  yonder  flowery  fields  invite ; 
<c  Wide  on  the  left  the  path-way  bends, 
"  And  with  pernicious  eafe  defcends  : 

"  There 
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**  There  fweet  to  fenfe,  and  fair  to  fhow, 
"  New-planted  Edens  feem  to  blow, 
*c  Trees  that  delicious  poifon  bear, 
"  For  death  is  vegetable  there. 

"  Hence  is  the  frame  of  health  unbraced, 
**  Each  fmew  flackening  at  the  tafte  ; 
"  The  foul  to  palTion  yields  her  throne, 
*c  And  fees  with  organs  not  her  own  ; 
"  While,  like  the  (lumberer  in  the  night, 
"  Pleafed  with  the  fhadowy  dream  of  light, 
"  Before  her  alienated  eyes, 
"  The  fcenes  of  fairy  land  arife  ; 
"  The  puppet  world's  amufing  Ihow, 
"  Dipt  in  the  gayly  colour'd  bgw, 
*6  Scepters,  and  wreaths,  and  glittering  things, 
"  The  toys  of  infants,  and  of  kings, 
*c  That  tempt,  along  the  baneful  plain, 
"  The  idly  wife,  and  lightly  vain  ; 
"  Till  verging  on  the  gulphy  fhore, 
**  Sudden  they  fink,  and  rife  no  more. 


"  But  lift  to  what  thy  fates  declare  5 
<c  Tho'  thou  art  Woman,  frail  as  fair, 
w  If  once  thy  fliding  foot  ihould  ft  ray, 
4*  Once  quit  yon  Heaven-appointed  way, 

E  3 


" 
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"  For  thee,  loft  Maid,  for  thee  alone, 
"  Nor  prayers  (hall  plead,  nor  tears  atone  : 
"  Reproach,  fcprn,  infamy,  and  hate, 
"  On  thy  returning fleps  fhall  wait; 
"  Thy  form  be  loathed  by  every  eye, 
"  And  every  foot  thy  prefence  fly." 

Thus  arm*d  with  words  of  potent  found, 
Like  guardian-angels  placed  around, 
A  charm  by  Truth  divinely  call, 
Forward,  our  young  Adventurer  paft  : 
Forth  from  her  facred  eye-lids  fent, 
Like  morn,  fore-running  radiance  went  5 
While  Honour,  hand  maid  late  afilgned, 
Upheld  her  lucid  train  behind. 

Awc-ftruck  the  much  admiring-crowd 
Before  the  Virgin  Vifion  bow'd, 
Gazed  with  an  ever  new  delight, 
And  caught  freih  virtue  at  the  fight : 
For  not  of  earth's  unequal  frame 
They  deem  the  Heaven  compounded  dame ; 
If  matter,  fure  the  mod  refined, 
High  wrought,  and  tempered  into  mind  ? 
Some  darling  daughter  of  the  day, 
And  bodkd  by  her  native  ray! 

Where 
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Where  e'er  (he  pafles,  thoufands  bend ; 
And  thouiands,  where  me  moves,  attend; 
Her  ways  obfervant  eyes  confefs, 
Her  fteps  purfuing  praifes  blefs  ; 
While  to  the  elevated  Maid 
Oblations,  as  to  Heaven,  are  paid. 

'Twas  on  an  ever  blithfome  day, 
The  jovial  birth  of  rofy  May, 
When  genial  warmth,  no  more  fuppreft, 
New  melts  the  froft  in  every  bread, 
The  cheek  with  fecret  flufhing  dyes, 
And  looks  kind  things  from  chafteft  eyes ; 
The  fun  with  healthier  vifage  glows, 
Afide  his  clouded  'kerchief  throws, 
And  dances  up  the  etherial  plain, 
Where  late  he  ufed  to  climb  with  pain  •, 
While  Nature,  as  from  bonds  fet  free, 
Springs  out,  and  gives  a  loofe  to  glee. 

And  now,  for  momentary  reft, 
The  Nymph  her  travell'd  ftep  repreft ; 
Juft  turn'd  to  view  the  ftage  attained, 
And  gloried  in  the  height  fhe  had  gain'd. 

E  4  Out- 
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Out-ftretch'd  before  her  wide  furvey, 
The  realms  of  fv/eet  perdition  lay, 
And  pity  touch'd  her  foul  with  woe, 
To  fee  a  world  fo  loft  below ; 
When  ftraight  the  breeze  began  to  breathe 
Airs  gently  wafted  from  beneath, 
That  bore  commiffion'd  witchcraft  thence, 
And  reach'd  her  fympathy  of  fenfe  ; 
No  founds  of  difcord,  that  difclofe. 
A  people  funk  and  loft  in  woes, 
But  as  of  prefent  good  poffeft, 
The  very  triumph  of  the  bleft. 
The  Maid  in  rapt  attention  hung, 
While  thus  approaching  Sirens  fung, 

"  Hither,  Faireft,  hither  hafte ! 
"  Brighteft  Beauty,  come  and  tafte 
4C  What  the  powers  of  blifs  unfold, 
«c  Joys  too  mighty  to  be  told ! 
"  Tafte  what  extafies  they  give— 
"  Dying  raptures  tafte  and  live, 

"  In  thy  lap,  difdaining  meafure, 
c*  Nature  empties  all  her  treafure ; 
*'  Soft  defires  that  fweetly  languifh, 
^  Fierce  delights  that  rife  to  anguilh ! 

?«  F^irefl, 
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«  Faireft,  doft  thou  yet  delay  ? 
«  Brighteft  Beauty,  come  away ! 

"  Lift  not,  when  the  froward  chide, 
ce  Sons  of  pedantry  and  pride ; 
<e  Snarlers,  to  whofe  feeble  fenfe 
*'  April's  funfhine  is  offence  ; 
"  Age  and  envy  will  advife, 
«c  Even  againft  the  joy  they  prize. 

"  Come,  in  Pleafure's  balmy  bowl, 
<c  Slake  the  thirftings  of  thy  foul, 
"  Till  thy  raptured  powers  are  fainting, 
<c  With  enjoyment  pad  the  painting  : 
<e  Faired,  doft  thou  yet  delay  ? 
«c  Brighteft  Beauty,  come  away  I3* 

So  fung  the  Sirens,  as  of  yore, 
Upon  the  falfe  Anfonian  more ; 
And  O  !  for  that  preventing  chain, 
That  bound  yiy0es  on  the  main, 
That  fo  our  Fair  One  might  withftand 
The  covert  ruin  now  at  hand. 

The  fong  her  charm'd  attention  drew, 
]When  now  the  Tempters  flood  in  view— 

Curiofity, 
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Curiofity,  with  prying  eyes, 
And  hands  of  bufy  hold  emprife ; 
Like  Hermes,  featherd  were  her  feet, 
And,  like  fore-running  Fancy,  fleet : 
By  fearch  untaught,  by  toil  untired, 
To  novelty  Ihe  Ilili  afpired  ; 
Taftelefs  of  every  good  poffeft, 
And  but  in  expectation  bleft. 

With  her,  afibciate,  Pleafure  came, 
Gay  Pleafure,  frolic- loving  dame ; 
Her  mien  all  fwimming  in  delight, 
Her  beauties  half  revealed  to  fight ; 
Loofe  flowed  her  garments  from  the  ground, 
And  caught  the  kiffing  winds  around. 
As  erft  Medufa's  looks  were  known 
To  turn  beholders  into  (lone, 
A  dire  reverfion  here  they  felt, 
And  in  the  eye  of  Pleafure  melt. 
Her  glance  with  fweet  perfuafion  charm'd, 
Unnerv'd  the  ftrorsg,  the  fteel'd  difarm'd  j 
ISo  fafety  even  the  flying  find, 
Who,  venturous,  look  but  once  behind. 

Thus  was  the  much-admiring  Maid, 
While  aidant,  more  than  half  betray'd. 

With 
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With  failles,  and  adulation  bland, 
They  join'd  her  fide,  and  feiz'd  her  hand  : 
Their  touch  envenom'd  Tweets  inftill'd, 
Her  frame  with"  ne\v  pulfations  thriil'd  ; 
While  half  conferring,  half  denying, 
Reluctant  now,  and  now  complying, 
Amidtt  a  war  of  hopes  and  fears, 
Of  trembjing  wiihes,  fmiling  tears, 
Still  down,  and  down,  the  winning  Pair 
Compell'd  the  flruggling  yielding  Fair. 

As  when  fome  (lately  veflel,  bound 
To  bleft  Arabia's  diflant  ground, 
Borne  from  her  courfes,  haply  lights 
Where  Barca's  flowery  clime  invites, 
Conceal'd  around  whofe  treacherous  land, 
Lurk  the  dire  rock,  and  dangerous  fand  ; 
The  pilot  warns,  with  fail  and  oar 
To  (him  the  much  fufpected  fliore — 
In  vain  ;  the  tide,  too  fubtly  (trong, 
Still  bears  the  wreftlingbark  along; 
Till  foundering,  fue  refigns  to  fate, 
And  finks  o'erwhelmM  with  all  her  freight. 

So,  baffling  every  bar  to  fin, 
And  Heaven's  own  Pilot  placed  within, 

Along 
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Along  the  devious  fmooth  defcent, 
With  powers  increafing  as  they  went, 
The  Dames,  accuftom'd  to  fubdue, 
As  with  a  rapid  current  drew  ; 
And  o'er  the  fatal  bounds  convey'd 
The  loft  the  long  relu&ant  Maid. 

Here  flop,  ye  Fair  Ones,  and  beware, 
Nor  fend  your  fond  affeftions  there : 
Yet,  yet,  your  Darling,  now  deplored, 
May  turn,  to  you,  and  Heaven,  reflored ; 
Till  then,  with  weeping  Honour  wait, 
The  fervant  of  her  better  fate, 
With  Honour  left  upon  the  fhore, 
Her  friend  and  handmaid  now  no  more  j 
Nor,  with  the  guilty  world,  upbraid 
The  fortunes  of  a  wretch  betray'd, 
But  o'er  her  failing  caft  a  veil, 

Remembring  you  yourfelves  are  frail. 

i 

And  now,  from  all-enquiring  light, 
Faft  fled  the  confcious  fhades  of  night  •, 
The  Damfel,  from  a  fhort  repofe, 
Confounded  at  her  plight,  arofe. 


As 
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As  when,  with  flumberous  weight  oppreft, 
Some  wealthy  mifer  finks  to  reft, 
Where  felons  eye  the  glittering  prey, 
And  (leal  his  hoard  of  joys  away  ; 
He,  borne  where  golden  Indus  itreams, 
Of  pearl  and  quarry'd  diamond  dreams ; 
Like  Midas,  turns  the  glebe  to  oar, 
And  ftands  all  wrapt  amidft  his  (lore; 
But  wakens,  naked,  and  defpoii'd 
Of  that,  for  which  his  years  had  toil'd» 
So  fared  the  Nymph — her  treafure  flown, 
And  turn'd,  like  Niobe,  to  ftone ; 
Within,  without,  obfcure  and  void, 
She  felt  all  ravaged,  all  deftroy'd  : 
And,  "  O  thou  curs'd,  infidious  coaft  ! 
"  Are  thefe  the  blefTings  thou  can'ft  boaft  ? 
4C  Thefe,  VIRTUE  I  thefe  the  joys  they  find, 
4<  Who  leave  thy  heaven-topt  hills  behind  ? 
"  Shade  me  ye  pines,  ye  caverns  hide, 
"  Ye  mountains  cover  me !"  ihe  cried. 

Her  trumpet  Slander  raifed  on  high, 
And  told  the  tidings  to  the  fky ; 
Contempt  difcharged  a  living  dart, 
A  fide- long  viper  to  her  heart ; 

Reproach 
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Reproach  breathed  poifons  o'er  her  face, 
And  foil'd  and  blafted  every  grace  : 
Officious  Shame,  her  handmaid  new, 
Still  turn'd  the  mirror  to  her  view, 
While  thofe,  i'rt  crimes  the  deepeit  dyed, 
Approach'd  to  whiten  at  her  fide, 
And  every  lewd  infuhing  daaie 
Upon  her  foHy  rofe  to  fame. 

What  fhould  fhe  do? — attempt  once  nv 
To  gain  the  late-deferted  Ihore  ? 
So  trufling,  back  the  Mourner  flew  •, 
As  faft  the  train-  of  fiends  purfue. 

Again  the  farther  fhore's  attain'd, 
Again  the  land  of  VIRTUE  gain'd  •, 
But  echo  gathers  in  the  wind, 
And  fhows  her  inftant  foes  behind. 
Amazed,  with  headlong  fpeed  Hie  tends, 
Where  late  me  left  an  hoft  of  friends ; 
Alas !  thofe  fhrinking  friends  decline, 
Nor  longer  own  that  form  divine  : 
With  fear  they  mark  the  following  cry, 
And  from  the  lonely  Trembler  fly ; 
Or  backward  drive  her  on  the  coaft, 
Where  peace  was  wreck'd,  and  honour  loft. 

From 
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From  earth  thus  hoping  aid  in  vain, 
To  Heaven  not  daring  to  complain, 
No  truce  by  hoftile  clamour  given, 
And  from  the  face  of  friendfhip  driven  ; 
The  Nymph  funk  proftrate  on  the  ground* 
With  all  her  weight  of  woes  around. 

Enthroned,  within  a  circling  fky, 
Upon  a  mount,  o'er  mountains  high, 
All  radiant  fate,  as  in  a  Ihrine, 
VIRTUE,  Firft  Effluence  Divine, 
Far,  far  above  the  fcenes  of  woe, 
That  flint  this  cloud  wrapt  world  below; 
Superior  Goddefs,  efTence  bright, 
Beauty  of  Uncreated  Light, 
"Whom  fliould  mortality  furvey, 
As  doom'd  upon  a  certain  day, 
The  breath  of  frailty  muft  expire ; 
The  world  difTolve  in  livingfire; 
The  gems  of  Heaven,  and  fo-lar  Hame, 
Be  quench'd  by  her  eternal  beam  ; 
And  Nature,  quickening  in  her  eye, 
To  rife  a  new-born  phoenix,  die. 


Hence,  unreveal'd  to  mortal  vkw, 
A  vul  around  her  form  fhe  threw, 

Which 
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Which  three  fad  lifters  of  the  fhade 
Pain,  Care,  and  Melancholy  made. 

Thro'  this  her  all-enquiring  eye, 
Attentive  from  her  ftation  high, 
Beheld,  abandon'd  to  defpair, 
The  ruins  of  her  Favourite  Fair ; 
And  with  a  voice,  whofe  awful  found 
AppalPd  the  guilty  world  around, 
Bid  the  tumultuous  winds  be  {till, 
To  numbers  bow'd  each  liftening  hill, 
Uncurl'd  the  furging  of  the  main, 
And  fmooth'd  the  thorny  bed  of  pain  ; 
The  golden  harp  of  Heaven  flie  fining, 
And  thus  the  tuneful  Goddefs  fung. 

<c  Lovely  Penitent,  arife  ! 
*c  Come,  and  claim  thy  kindred  fkies; 
"  Come,  thy  Sifter  Angels  fay, 
"•  Thou  haft  wept  thy  ftains  away. 

"  Let  experience  now  decide, 
c*  'Twixt  the  good,  and  evil  tried: 
c<  In  the  fmooth,  enchanted  ground, 
"  Say,  unfold  the  treafures  found  ? — 

<<  Structures 
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"  Struftures  raifed  by  morning  dreams, 

"  Sands  that  trip  the  flitting  ftreams, 

"  Down  that  anchors  on  the  air, 

"  Clouds  that  paint  their  changes  there ! 

"  Seas  that  fmoothly  dimpling  lie, 

"  While  the  dorm  impends  on  high, 

"  Showing,  in  an  obvious  glafs, 

"  Joys  that  in  pofiefllon  pafs  ; 

"  Tranfient,  fickle,  light,  and  gay, 

"  Flattering,  only  to  betray  ! 

"  What,  alas,  can  Life  contain  ? 

"  Life,  like  all  it's  circles,  vain  ! 

"  Will  the  ftork,  intending  reft, 
"  On  the  billow  build  her  neft  ? 
<c  Will  the  bee  demand  his  flore 
"  From  the  bleak  and  bladelefs  fhore  ? 
"  Man  alone,  intent  to  ftray, 
<c  Ever  turns  from  Wifdom's  way ; 
"  Lays  up  wealth  in  foreign  land, 
"  Sows  the  fea,  and  plows  the  fand. 

"  Soon  this  elemental  mafe, 
"  Soon  the  incumbering  world  fhall  pafs, 
"  Form  be  wrapt  in  wafting  fire, 
"  Time  be  fpent,  and  life  expire. 

VOL.  II.  F  "  Then, 
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"  Then,  ye  boafted  works  of  men, 
<c  Where  is  you'r  afylum  then  ? 
<c  Sons  of  pleafure,  fonsofcare, 
<c  Tell  me  mortals,  tell  me  where? 
"  Gone,  like  traces  on  the  deep, 
<c  Like  a  fcepter  grafp'd  in  Deep, 
<c  Dev/s  exhaled  from  morning  glades,, 
**  Melting  Inovvs,  and  gliding  (hades  ! 

"  Pafs  the  world,  and  what's  behind  3— « 
<c  VIRTUE'S  gold,  by  fire  refined; 
<c  From  an  univerfe  depraved, 
<c  From  the  wreck  of  nature  faved  : 
<c  Like  the  life-fupporting  grain, 
*'  Fruit  of  patience,  and  of  pain, 
V  On  the  fwain's  autumnal  day, 
«*  Winriovved  from  the  chaff  away, 

"  Little  Trembler,  fear  no  more  ! 
ct  Thou  hail  plenteous  crops  in  (tore, 
Cfc  Seed  by  genial  forrows  fown, 
<c  More  than  ail  thy  fcorners  own. 

"  What  thoj  hoftile  earth  defpile, 
"  Heaven  beholds  with  gentler  eyes  j 

"  Heaven 
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"  Heaven  thy  friendJefs  fteps  lhall  guide, 
"  Chear  thy  hours,  and  guard  thy  fide. 
"  When  the  fatal  trump  fhall  found, 
"  When  the  immortals  pour  around, 
tc  Heaven  mall  thy  return  atteft, 
"  Hail'd  by  myriads  of  the  bleft. 

"  Little  Native  of  the  fkies, 
"  Lovely  Penitent,   arife  ! 
**  Calm  thy  bofom,   clear  thy  brow, 
"  VIRTUE  is  thy  fiiler  now. 

"  More  delightful  are  my  woes, 
"  Than  the  rapture  pleafure  knows  -, 
**  Richer  far  the  ^yeeds  I  bring, 
**  Than  nhe  robes  that  grace  a  king. 

"  On  my  wars  of  fhorteft  dare, 
"  Crowns  of  endlefs  triumph  wait  j 
"  On  my  cares,  a  period  bleft  j 
"  On  my  toils,  Eternal  Reft. 

ct  Come,  with  VIRTUE  at  thy  fide, 
cc  Come,  be  every  bar  defied, 
?*  Till  we  gain  our  Native  Shore  : 
?<  Sifter,  come,  and  turn  no  more !" 

F  2  LOVE 
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breezy  morning  breathed  perfume, 
-*-     The  wakening  flowers  unveil'd  their  bloom  ; 
Up  with  the  fun,  from  fhort  repofe, 
Gay  Health,  and  lufty  Labour  rofe; 
The  milkmaid  carol'd  at  her  pail, 
And  fhepherds  whittled  o'er  the  dale; 
When  LOVE,  who  led  a  rural  life, 
Remote  from  buftle,  flate,  and  ftrife, 
Forth  from  his  thatch'd-roof'd  cottage  ftray'd> 
And  ft  rolled  along  the  dewy  glade. 

A  Nymph,  who  lightly  trip'd  it  by, 
To  quick  attention  turn'd  his  eye : 
He  mark'd  the  geflure  of  the  Fair> 
Her  felf-fufficient  grace  and  air, 
Her  fleps  that  mincing  meant  to  pleafe, 
Her  fludied  negligence  and  eafe  j 

F  3  And 


jo         LOVE    AND    VANITY, 

And  curious  to  enquire  what  meant 
This  thing  of  prettinefs  and  paint, 
Approaching  fpoke,  and  bow'd  obfervant$ 
The  Lady,  (lightly, — "  Sir,  your  fervant.'5 

"  Such  beauty  in  fo  rude  a  place  ! 
**  Fair  one,  you  do  the  country  grace: 
"  At  court,  no  doubt,  the  public  care — 
"  But  LOVE  has  fmall  acquaintance  there!" 

"  Yes,  fir,"  replied  the  fluttering  Dame1, 
"  This  form  confefles  whence  it  came : 
"  But  dear  variety,  you  know, 
46  Can  make  us  pride  and  pomp  forega* 
"  My  name  is  VANITY.     I  fway 
•  *'  The  utmoft  iflands  of  the  fea : 
<c  Within  my  court  all  honour  centers* 
**  I  raife  the  meaneft  foul  that  enters  j 
*'  Endow  with  latent  gifts  and  graces, 
"  And  model  fools  for  pods  and  places. 

"  As  VANITY  appoints  at  pleafure, 
<c  The  world  receives  its  weight,  and  meafure§ 
u  Hence  all  the  grand  concerns  of  life, 
"  Joys,  cares,  plagues,  pafTions,  peace  and  ftrife. 

Reflcel 
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"  Reflect  ho\v  far  my  power  prevails, 
"  When  I  ftep.in,  \vhere  Nature  fails, 
ic  And  every  breach  of  fenfc  repairing, 
u  Am  bounteous  dill,  where-  Heuven  is  fparing. 

"  But  chief,  in  all  their  arts  and  airs, 
'"  Their  playing,  painting,  pouts,  and  prayers, 
*<  Their  various  habits  and  completions, 
"  Fits,  frolicks,  foibles,  and  perfections, 
"  Their  robing,  curling,  and  adorr.ing, 
<c  From  noon  'till  night,  from  night  Jcill  morning^ 
'•*  From  fix  to  fixty,  fick  or  found, 
'*'  I  rule  the  Female, Word  around." 

"  Hold  there  a  moment,'*  Cupid  cried, 
cc  Nor  boaft  dominion  quite  fo  wide. 
xc  Was  there  no  province  to  invade, 
'*'  But  that  by  jLovc  a;nd  Meeknefs  fvvay'cl  ? 
*6  All  other  empire  I  rcfign  *, 
<c  But  be  the  Sphere  of  Beauty  mine. 
44  For  in  the  downy  lawn  of  reft, 
"  That  opens  on  a  Woman's  brealr^ 
"  Attended  by  my  peaceful  train, 
"  I  chufe  to  live,  and  chufe  to  reign. 

F  4  «  Far- 
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"  Far-fighted  Faith  I  bring  along ; 
"  And  Truth,  above  an  army  ftrong ; 
"  And  Chaftity,  of  icy  mould, 
"  Within  the  burning  tropics  cold  ; 
"  And  Lowlinefs,  towhofe  mild  brow, 
**  The  power  and  pride  of  nations  bow  > 
"  And  Modefty,  with  downcaft  eye, 
<c  That  lends  the  morn  her  virgin  dye  •, 
"  And  Innocence,  array'd  in  light ; 
"  And  Honour,  as  a  tower  upright ; 
"  With  fweetly  winning  Graces,  more 
"  Than  poets  ever  dreamt  of  yore, 
*c  In  unaffected  conduct  free, 
"  All  fmiling  fitters,  three  times  three  5 
"  And  rofy  Peace,  the  cherub  bleft, 
"  That  nightly  fmgs  us  all  to  reft. 

"  Hence,  from  the  bud  of  Nature's  prime, 
"  From  the  firtt  flep  of  infant  time, 
"  Woman,  the  world's  appointed  light, 
"  Has  fl<:irted  every  fnade  with  white ; 
"  Has  flood  for  imitation  high, 
"  To  every  heart  and  every  eye; 
"  From  ancient  deeds  of  fair  renown, 
"Has  brought  her  bright  memorials  down  5 

"  To 
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"  To  Time  affix'd  perpetual  youth, 

"  And  form'd  each  tale  of  love  and  truth. 

"  Upon  a  new  Promethean  plan, 
"  She  moulds  the  effence  of  a  man, 
"  Tempers  his  mafs,  his  genius  fires, 
"  And,  as  a  better  foul,  infpires. 

"  The  Rude  fhe  foftens,  warms  the  Cold, 
"  Exalts  the  Meek,  and  checks  the  Bold ; 
u  Calls  Sloth  from  his  fnpine  repofe ; 
"  Within  the  Coward's  bofom  glows  ; 
"  Of  Pride  unplumes  the  lofty  creft ; 
"  Bids  bafhful  Merit  ftand  confeft ; 
<6  And,  like  coarfe  metal  from  the  mines, 
"  Collects,  irradiates,  and  refines. 

"  The  gentle  fcience  fhe  imparts, 
"  All  manners  fmooths,  informs  all  hearts : 
c<  From  her  fweet  influence  are  felt, 
"  Pafiions  that  pleafe,  and  thoughts  that  melt ; 
"  To  ftormy  rage  fhe  bids  controul, 
"  And  finks  ferenely  on  the  foul ; 
"  Softens  Deucalion's  flinty  race, 
^  And  tunes  the  warring  world  to  peace. 

"  Thus, 
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"  Thus,  arm'd  to  all  that's  light  and  vain, 
cc  And  freed  from  thy  fantaftic  chain, 
"  She  fills  the  fphere,  by  Heaven  afilgned^ 
**  And  ruled  by  me,  o'er-rules -manki-nd." 

He  fpoke.     The  Nymph  impatient  (toed ; 
And  laughing,  thus  her  fpeech  renew'd. 

"  And  pray,  fir,  may  I  be  fo'bold 
ts  To  hope  your  pretty  tale  is  told  •, 
"  And  next  demand,  without  a  cavil, 
"  What  new  Utopia  do  you  travel  ? — 
"  Upon  my  word,  thefe  high  flown  fancied 
"  Shew  depth  of  learning — in  romances. 

"  Why,  what  uhfafhion'd  fluff  you  tell  us* 
*«  Of  buckram  dames,  and  tiptoe  fellows  ! 
t6  Go,  child  •,  and  when  you're  grown  maturefj 
u  You'll  fhobt  your  next  opinion  furer. 

a  O  fuch  a  prietty  knack  at  painting ! 
"  And  all  for  foftening,  and  for  fainting ! 
'*  Guefs  how,  who  can,  a  fingle  feature, 
"  Thro'  the  whole  piece  of  Female  Nature! 
"  Then  mark !  my  loofer  hand  may  fit 
"  The  lines,  too  coarfe  for  LOVE  to  hit. 
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u  'Tis  faid  that  Woman,  prone  to  changing, 
"  Thro'  all  the  rounds  of  folly  ranging, 
**  On  life's  uncertain  ocean  riding, 
"  No  reaibn,  rule,  nor  rudder  guiding, 
"Is  like  the  comet's  wandering  light, 
<;  Eccentric,  ominous,  and  bright  •, 
"  Tracklefs,  and  fhifting,  as  the  wind  *, 
"  A  fea,  whofe  fathom  none  can  find  ; 
*'  A  moon,  (till  changing,  and  revolving! 
<c  A  riddle,  paft  all  human  fdlving*, 
cc  A  blifs,  a  plague,  a  heaven,  a  hell* 
"  A — fomething,  that  no  man  can  tell* 

"  Now  learn  a  fecret  from  a  friend  ; 
<c  But  keep  your  counfelj  and  attend. 

"  Tho'  in  their  tempers  thought  fo  diftaritj 
io  Nor  with  their  fex,  nor  ielves  confident, 
"  'Tis  but  the  difference  of  a  name^ 
*e  And  every  Woman  is  the  fame. 
"  For  as  the  world,  however  varied, 
<c  And  through  unnumber'd  changes  carried^ 
*'  Of  elemental  modes,  and  forms, 
*c  Clouds,  meteors,  colours,  calms  and  norms* 

«  Thof 


76          LOVE    AND   VANITY, 

<c  Tho'  in  a  thoufand  fuits  array'd, 

"  Is  of  one  fubject  matter  made  -y 

"  So,  fir,  a  Woman's  conflitution, 

"  The  world's  enigma,  finds  folution; 

<c  And  let  her  form  be  what  you  will, 

"  I  am  the  Subjeft  Eflence  ft  ill. 

"  With  the  firft  fpark  of  Female  Senfe, 
"  The  fpeck  of  being,  I  commence ; 
"  Within  the  womb  make  frefh  advances, 
"  And  diftate  future  qualms  and  fancies  5 
"  Thence  in  the  growing  form  expand, 
"  With  childhood  travel  hand  in  hand, 
"  And  give  a  tafte  of  all  their  joys, 
««  In  gewgaws,  rattles,  pomp,  and  noife. 

"  And  now,  familiar,   and  unaw'd, 
«  I  fend  the  fluttering  foul  abroad. 
«  Prais'd  for  her  fbape,  her  face,  her  mein, 
«  The  little  goddefs,  and  the  queen, 
««  Takes  at  her  infant  fhrine  oblation, 
"  And  drinks  fweet  draughts  of  adulation. 

"  Now  blooming,  tall,  ere£t,  and  fair, 
«•  To  drefs,  becomes  her  darling  care : 

«  The 
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"  The  realms  of  Beauty  then  I  bounds 
"  I  fwell  the  hoop's  enchanted  round, 
"  Shrink  in  the  waift's  defcending  fize, 
<c  Heaved  in  the  fnowy  bofom  rife, 
c*  High  on  the  floating  lappet  fail, 
"  Or  curl'd  in  trefTes  kifs  the  gale. 
"  Then  to  her  glafs  I  lead  the  Fair, 
"  And  fhew  the  lovely  idol  there  ; 
"  Where,  (truck  as  by  divine  emotion, 
"  She  bows  with  moil  fincere  devotion  ; 
ic  And,  numbering  every  beauty  o'er, 
"  In  fecret  bids  the  world  adore. 

"  Then  all  for  parking,  and  parading, 
"  Coquetting,  dancing,  mafquerading ; 
<c  For  balls,  plays,  courts,  and  crouds,  what  pafllon ! 
"  And  churches,  fometimes — if  the  fafhion  : 
<«  For  Woman's  fenfe  of  right,  and  wrong, 
"  Is  ruled  by  the  almighty  throng; 
"  Still  turns  to  each  meander  tame, 
"  And  fwims  the  ftraw  of  every  dream. 
"  Her  foul  intrinfic  worth  rejects, 
*«  Accomplifh'd  only  in  defects ; 
"  Such  excellence  is  her  ambition  ; 
?  Folly,  her  wifeft  acquifition  ; 

4  "  And 
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"  And  even,  from  pity,   and  difdain, 
ct  She'll  cull  fome  reafon  to  be  vain. 

"  Thus,  fir,  fro.m  every  form,  and  feature, 
"  The  wealth,  and  wants  of  female  nature, 
«-c  And  even  from  vice,  which  you'd  admire, 
"  I  gather  fewel  to  my  fire  ; 
<c  And,  on  the  very  bafe  of  fhame, 
6t  Erect  my  monument  of  fame. 

"  Let  me  another  truth  attempt, 
"  pf  which  your  Godfhip  has  not  dreamt. 

ic  Thofe  fhining  virtues,  which  you  mufter, 
«c  Whence  think  you  they  derive  their  iuftre  ? 
«*  From  native  honour,  and  devotion  ? — 
ct  O  yes,  a  mighty  likely  notion  ! 
«c  Truft  me,  frqm  titled  dames  to  fpinners, 
ct  'Tis  I  make  faints,  whoe'er  makes  fmners  j 
*«  'Tis  I  inftrucT:  them  to  withdraw, 
*«  And  hold  prefumptuous  man  in  awe ; 
"  For  female  worth,  as  I  infpire, 
**  In  juft  degrees  ft  ill  mounts  the  higher, 

9 

"  And  Virtue,  fo  extremely  nice, 

«c  Demands  long  toil,  and  mighty  price  ; 

"  Like  Sampfon's  pillars,  fix'd  elate, 

v  I  bear  the  Sex's  tottering  (late ; 

!•  Sap 
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cc  Sap  thefe,  and,  in  a  moment's  fpace, 
"  Down  finks  the  fabric  tp  its  b'afe. 

<c  Alike  from  titles,  and  from  toys, 
"  I  fprhg,  the  fount  of  Female  Joys  5 
"  In  every  widow,  wife,  and  mils, 
"  The  ible  artificer  of  bliii.. 
*'  For  them  each  tropic  I  explore ; 
"  I  cleave  the  fancl  of  every  fiiore  j 
*c  To  them  uniting  Indias  fail,. 
fc  Sabxa  breathes  her fartheft  gale: 
"  For  them  the  bullion  I  refine, 
"  Dig  fenfe  and  virtue  from  the  minej 
<c  And  from  the  bowels  of  invention, 
"  Spin  out  the  various  arts  you  mention. 

<e  Nor  blifs  alone  my  powers  beftow, 
<c  They  hold  the  fovereign  balm  of  woe: 
"  Beyond  the  ftoic's  boafted  art, 
"  I  footh  the  heavings  of  the  heart;      t 
'*  To  pain  give  fplendor  and  relief, 
6C  And  gild  the  pallid  face  of  grief. 


c* 


"  Alike  the  palace,  and  the  plain, 
Admit  the  glories  of  my  reign  : 


"  Thro* 
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"  Thro'  every  age,  in  every  nation, 

"  Tafte,  talents,  tempers,  {late,   and  ftation, 

<e  Whate'er  a  Woman  fays,  I  fay  • 

**  Whate'er  a  Woman  fpends,  I  pay : 

**  Alike,  I  fill  and  empty  bags, 

"  Flutter  in  finery  and  rags, 

**  With  light  coquets  thro' folly  range, 

"  And  with  the  prude  difdain  to  change. 

cc  And  now  you'd  think,  'twixtyou  and  I, 
"  That  things  were  ripe  for  a  reply— 
<e  But  foft  i  and,  while  I'm  in  the  mood, 
"  Kindly  permit  me  to  conclude, 
ce  Their  utmoft  mazes  to  unravel, 
**  And  touch  the  fartheft  ftep  they  travel. 

<e  When  every  pleafure's  run  aground, 
'*  And  folly  tired  thro'  many  a  round, 
ftt  The  Nymph,  conceiving  difcontent  hence, 
cc  May  ripen  to  an  hour's  repentance, 
**  And  vapours,  fhed  in  pious  moifture, 
"  Difmifs  her  to  a  church,  or  cloyfter : 
"  Then  on  I  lead  her,  with  devotion 
"  Confpicuons  in  her  drefs,  and  motion  ; 
"  Infpire  the  heavenly- breathing  air, 
*c  Roll  up  the  lucid  eye  in  prayer, 


"  Soften 


" 


cc 
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"  Soften  the  voice,  and  in  the  face 
"  Look  melting  harmony  and  grace. 

"  Thus  far  extends  my  friendly  power, 
"  Nor  quits  her  in  her  lateft  hour : 

The  couch  of  decent  pain  I  fpread, 
"  In  form  recline  her  languid  head, 
"  Her  thoughts  I  methodize  in  death, 

And  part  not,  with  her  parting  breath : 
"  Then  do  I  fet,  in  order  bright, 
"  A  length  of  funeral  pomp  to  fight, 
"  The  glittering  tapers  and  attire, 
"  The  plumes  that  whiten  o'er  her  bier; 
"  And  laft,  prefenting  to  her  eye 
"  Angelic  fineries  on  high, 
"  To  fcenes  of  painted  blifs  I  waft  her, 
"  And  form  the  heaven  fhe  hopes  hereafter." 


"  In  truth,"  rejoin'd  LOVE'S  gentle  god, 

You  have  gone  a  tedious  length  of  road: 

And  flrange,  in  all  the  toilfome  way, 

No  houfe  of  kind  refrelhment  lay  ; 

No  Nymph,  whofe  virtues  might  Jiave  tempted, 

To  hold  her  from  her  fex  exempted." 

VOL.  II.  G  "  For 


" 


82  LOVE   AND   VANITY, 

"  For  one,  we'll  never  quarrel,  man  -3 
"  Take  her-,  and  keep  her,— if  you  can  : 
"  And  plealed  I  yield  to  your  petition, 
"  Since  every  Fair,  by  fuch  permiffion, 
«  Will  hold  herfelf  the  one  feledted ; 
cc  And  fo  my  fyftem  (lands  prote&ed." 

«<  O  deaf  to  virtue,  deaf  to  glory, 
<c  To  truths  divinely  vouch'd  in  ftory  !" — 
The  Godhead  in  his  zeal  return'd, 
And  kindling  at  her  malice  burn'd  : 
Then  fweetly  raifed  his  voice,  and  told 
Of  Heavenly  Nymphs,  revered  of  old — 
Hypfipyle,  who  faved  her  fire  j 
And  Portia's  love,  approved  by  fire ; 
Alike  Penelope  was  quoted, 
Nor  laurePd  Daphne  pad  unnoted  ; 
Nor  Laodamia's  fatal  garter, 
Nor  famed  Lucretia,  honour's  martyr ; 
Alcefte's  voluntary  fteel, 
And  Catherine  fmiling  on  the  wheel ! 
But  who  can  hope  to  plant  conviction, 
Where  cavil  grows  on  contradiction  ? 
Some  (he  evades,  or  difavows ; 
Demurs  to  all,  and  none  allows — 


«  A  kind 
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"  A  kind  of  ancient  things,  call'd  Fables !" 
And  thus  the  Goddefs  turn'd  the  tables. 


Now  both  in  argument  grew  high, 
And  choler  flaih'd  from  either  eye; 
Nor  wonder  each  refufed  to  yield 
The  conqueft  of  fo  fair  a  field* 
When  happily  arrived  in  view 
A  Goddefs,  whom  our  grandames  knew; 
Of  afpeft  grave,  and  fober  gaite, 
Majeftic,  aweful,  and  fedate; 
As  heaven's  autumnal  eve  ferene,    • 
When  not  a  cloud  o'ercafts  the  fcene ; 
Once  PRUDENCE  call'd,  a  matron  famed, 
And  in  old  Rome  Cornelia  named. 
Quick  at  a  venture,  both  agree 
To  leave  their  ftrife  to  her  decree. 

And  now  by  each  the  fa&s  were  ftated, 
In  form  and  manner  as  related. 
The  cafe  was  (hort.     They  craved  opinion, 
"  Which  held  o'er  Females  chief  dominion  ?" 
When  thus  the  Goddefs,  anfwering  mild, 
Firft  (hook  her  gracious  head,  and  fmiled  : 

G  2  "  Alas, 
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"  Alas,  how  willing  to  comply, 

"  Yet  how  unfit  a  judge  am  I !     . 

"  In  times  of  golden  date,  'tis  true, 

"  I  fhared  the  Fickle  Sex  with  you  ; 

"  But  from  their  prefence  long  precluded, 
"  Or  held  as  one  whofe  form  intruded, 
"  Full  fifty  annual  funs  can  tell, 
"  PRUDENCE  has  bid  the  Sex  farewell." 

In  this  dilemma  what  to  do,     , 
Or  who  to  think  of,  neither  knew  -y 
For  both,  ftill  biafs'd  in  opinion, 
And  arrogant  of  fole  dominion, 
Were  forced  to  hold  the  cafe  compounded, 
Or  leave  the  quarrel  where  they  found  it. 

When  in  the  nick,  a  Rural  Fair, 
Of  inexperienced  gaite  and  air, 
Who  ne'er  had  crofs'd  the  neighbouring  lake, 
Nor  feen  the  world  beyond  a  wake, 
With  cambrick  coif,  and  kerchief  clean, 
Tript  lightly  by  them  o'er  the  green, 

"  Now,  now!"  cried  Love's  triumphant  Child, 
And  at  approaching  conqueft  fmiled  5 

"  If 
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cc  If  VANITY  will  once  be  guided, 

"  Our  difference  may  be  foon  decided  : 

"  Behold  yon  Wench  !  a  fit  occafion 

"  To  try  your  force  of  gay  perfuafion. 

"  Go  you,  \vhile  I  retire  aloof, 

"  Go,  put  thofe  boafted  powers  to  proof j 

"  And  if  your  prevalence  of  art, 

"  Tranfcends  my  yet  unerring  dart, 

"  I  give  the  favourite  conteft  o'er, 

"  And  ne'er  will  boaft  my  empire  more," 

At  once,  fo  faid,  and  fo  confented, 
And  well  our  Goddefs  feem'd  contented ; 
Nor  paufing,  made  a  moment's  ftand, 
But  tript,  and  took  the  Girl  in  hand. 

Meanwhile  the  Godhead,  unalarm'd, 
As  one  to  each  occafion  arm'd, 
Forth  from  his  quiver  cull'd  a  dart, 
That  erfl  had  wounded  many  a  heart ; 
Then  bending,  drew  it  to  the  head — 
The  bow-ftiing  twang'd,  the  arrow  fled; 
And,  to  her  fecret  foul  add  reft, 
Transfk'd  the  whitenefs  of  her  bread. 

G  3  But 
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But  here  the  Dame,  whofe  guardian  care 
Had  to  a  moment  watch'd  the  Fair, 
At  once  her  pocket  mirrour  drew, 
And  held  the  wonder  full  in  view ; 
As  quickly,  ranged  in  order  bright, 
A  thoufand  beauties  rum,  to  fight, 
A  world  of  charms  till  now  unknown, 
A  world  revealed  to  her  alone ! 
Enraptured  {lands  the  Love-fick  Maid, 
Sufpended  o'er  the  Darling  Shade; 
Here  only  fixes  to  admire, 
And  centers  every  fond  defire. 


** 
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JOHN      GOOD 


Countrymen  and  Fellow  Chriftians  ! 

AN  Order  hath  iffued  for  my  being  TURNED 
OFF  THE  STAGE   of  this  Tranfitory  Life; 
and,  in  thefe  my  laft  moments,  it  would  no  longer 
become  me,  to  contend  with  UNRIGHTEOUSNESS, 
or  to  difpute  againft  POWER. 

For  the  prefent,  I  barely  mean  to  give  you  a 
brief  account  of  my  Family  and  Education  ;  to 
recollect  fuch  of  my  Actions  and  Sentiments,  as 
were  mod  likely  to  have  haftened  this  melancholy 
hour;  and  to  advife  and  exhort  you  all  againil 
fuch  a  Courfe  of  Life,  as,  by  my  example,  may 
bring  you  to  this  Untimely  End. 

Perhaps 
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Perhaps  it  may  appear  wonderful  to  you,  my 
Brethren,  that  a  perfon  of  my  reputed  Prowefs 
and  Spirit,  fhould  thus  tamely  fubmit  f.o  this 
Shameful  Period  of  my  Labours. 

Let  it  fuffice  to  be  told  you,  that,  throughout 
the  Hiftory  of  my  Progenitors,  our  Prowefs  hath 
rather  fubfided  in  the  Weight  of  our  Arguments, 
than  in  the  Force  of  our  Arms  ;  and  that  VIRTUE 
and  SUFFERING,  have  ever  been  the  diftinguifhing 
chara&eriftics  of  our  Family. 

Indeed,  when  I  look  back  to  the  unfearchable 
Wifdom  of  my  Accufers,  from  the  penetration  of 
whofe  Authority  I  could  not  conceal  my  inten 
tions,  and  who  have  fathomed  all  depths  by  the 
Lead  of  their  own  Genius  -,  were  I  difpofed  to  be 
merry  on  an  occafion  fo  folemn,  I  could  turn  your 
tears  into  glee,  and  your  mourning  into  peals  of 
laughter :  but  this  BLAZON  mud  not  be  for  the 
preient;  you  will  find  it  annexed  to  the  Hiftory  of 
my  Life,  and  fpare  not  to  be  merry  when  I  am 
departed. 

It  has  long  been  a  received  opinion,  that  "  AH 
"  men  are  Brothers ;  All  Branches,  however 
"  warped,  of  the  Same  Stock  \  All  Sketches, 
*c  however  bungled,  of  the  Same  Original.'* 

Wherefore,   when   I  come  to  (hew,    that  it   is 

not  from  One  Houfe,    but   from  Two  Separate 

3  Houfes, 
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Houfes,  that  the  inhabitants  of  the  earNth  are  de 
rived  ;  when  I  demonftrate,  that  the  Generation  of 
The  GOODS  was  from  Principles  eternally  oppofitc 
to  that  of  the  GIANTS;  when  I  prove,  that  thofe 
LUBBARDS  were  created  the  natural  VaJTals  of  my 
Progenitors,  and  that  it  is  the  SERVANT  who  is 
thus  exalted  above  his  LORD  ;  let  not  your  faith 
be  alarmed,  neither  hold  me  for  a  fetter-forth  of 
new  doctrines. 

I  ftand  here,  my  friends,  as  a  culprit,  convict 
ed  before  the  world,  touching  a  late  Hiftory  of  my 
Life  and  Adventures.  The  Crimes,  that  are 
charged  to  this  Hiftory,  are  not  of  a  light  or  venial 
nature :  they  are  no  other  than  Blafphemy,  Trea- 
fon,  Sedition,  Faction,  Difaffection  to  Majefty  and 
good  Government,  and  Univerfal  Malevolence  to 
Mankind. 

But  how,  my  brethren,  will  ye  be  aflonimed  to 
hear,  how  will  the  Enemies  of  our  Houfe  be  abaih- 
cd  to  difcover,  that  this  Hiftory,  fo  difcoun- 
tenanced  by  the  caution  of  expectants,  fo  fup- 
preffed  by***************** 
*  *  #  *  »  was  STOLEN,  almoft  word  for  word, 
from  an  OPE.RA  that  was  acted  near  fix  thoufand 
years  ago,  and  penned  by  the  AUTHOR  OF  NATURE! 

Had  not  the  confefTion,  that  is  expected  from  all 
perfons  in  my  unhappy  fituation,  extorted  from 

me 
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me  an  acknowledgment  of  this  Theft,  it  might 
poflibly  have  remained  a  fecret  to  the  end  of 
things :  for,  in  fad,  the  Tables  and  Characters 
of  the  DIVINE  ORIGINAL,  are  fo  erafed  by  Time, 
and  blotted  by  Interpolations,  and  the  Enemies  of 
our  Family  are  fuch  utter  Strangers  both  to  the 
Text  and  the  Comment;  that  they  would  never 
have  conjectured  at  the  TRUTH,  till  The  Day 
wherein  Giantifm  fhall  appear  as  a  Midge,  and 
my  Judges  fhall  themfelves  be  brought  to  their 
Audit. 

This  DIVINE  OPERA,  of  which  I  fpeak,  was 
opened  on  the  fixth  day  of  creation  ;  the  AUTHOR 
was  himfelf  the  Conductor  of  the  drama;  the  en 
trance  was  Human  Life  ;  and  the  theatre  was  the 
Boiom  of  the  Firft  Man  that  ever  breathed. 

And  the  two  firft  characters,  who  were  ap 
pointed  to  make  their  appearance,  were  the  em- 
bryon  Giants  of  AMBITION  and  APPETITE,  who 
thereafter  grew  up  into  POWER  and  VIOLENCE  : 
and,  as  they  were  formed  of  the  grofs  elements  of 
matter,  they  retained  the  ternpelluous  nature  of 
their  principles ;  fiery,  indeed,  and  devouring, 
when  unreined  ;  but,  therefore,  more  active  for 
fervice,  when  duly  fubjected,  and  tempered  to 
government. 

And  when  thefe  Vaflals  were  thus  prepared  to 

timer  in  the  ftate  of  their  Mailers ;  the  breath  of 

i  life 
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life  came  into  this  microcofm  of  nature,  and  in- 
Handy  THREE  CHARACTERS  of  Divine  Similitude 
made  their  entrance ;  to  wit,  Prime  Vizier  GOOD- 
NESS,  Princely  WISDOM,  and  Imperial  WILL  : 
and  the  province  of  Vizier  GOODNESS  was,  to  in 
fluence  and  incline ;  and  the  province  of  Prince 
WISDOM  was,  to  remonftrate  and  enlighten  ;  and 
the  province  of  King  WILL  was,  to  order  and  impel 
thofe  Inferior  and  Elementary  Rafcals  to  their 
Duty. 

And  while  Prime  Vizier  GOODNESS  was  retained 
in  the  heart  and  feat  of  influence,  all  was  fmooth, 
all  was  joyous,  all  was  happy :  for  he  was  not  an 
enemy  to  the  Pafilons  -,  he  was  not  the  Killer,  but 
the  Queller  of  thofe  Giants  ;  and  indulged  them  to 
the  Capacity  of  their  Nature,  which  was  only  fuf- 
ceptible  of  Benefit  within  the  fphere  of  their 
/Obedience. 

And  Imperial  WILL  Mened  with  a  pleafed  at 
tention  to  the  remonftrances  of  Princely  WISDOM, 
and  he  was  illuminated  thereby ;  and  a  fecret  and 
inexprefiible  Delight  arofe  within  him  from  every 
Impulfe  of  Prime  Vizier  GOODNESS  :  and  while  his 
Orders,  fo  influenced,  rather  won  a  fpontaneous 
Obedience,  than  exa&ed  a  reludlant  SubmifTion, 
all  motions  within  the  world  of  man  became  eafy ; 
every  action  was  free,  every  wilh  was  gratified, 
every  capacity  was  filled  3  no  fymmetry  in  Beauty, 

no 
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no  confonance  in  harmony  could  rival  the  mufic 
of  a  Government  fo  tuned  ;  and  in  this  Subordina 
tion  of  Faculties,  this  Symphony  of  Powers,  con- 
fifted  the  Original  Rectitude,  the  Perfection  of 
human  kind, 


AND  THUS  ENDED  THE  FIRST  ACT. 
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NOW  the  Giants  of  AMBITION  and  APPE 
TITE  began  to  grow  apace,  and  they  became 
mighty  in  their  own  eyes  ;  and  they  laid,  "  We 
ic  will  form  a  WILL  unto  ourfelves,  we  will  have  a 
"  monarch  of  our  own  election,  and  we  will  dic- 
"  tate  our  defires  unto  him  ;  and  we  will  be  in  the 
"  place  of  this  Prince  and  Prime  Vizier,  and  will 
"  rule  over  him." 

And  while  they  thus  caballed  between  them- 
felves,  they  turned  away  their  eyes  from  the  En- 
lightenings  of  WISDOM,  and  grew  enraged  at  the 
Reproofs  and  Goadings  of  GOODNESS;  and  they 
began  to  fay  unto  King  WILL,  <c  Thou  art  bur- 
"  dened  by  thy  counfellors,  thou  haft  no  need  of 
"  thefe  thy  haughty  advifers  ;  for  thou  art  fuffi- 
"  cient  unto  Thyfelf  ;  thou  art  a  God,  wife  and 
**  free  from  eternity;  and  we  are  fubje&s  and 
"  vafTals  unto  thee  alone  $  and  we  will  exalt  thy 
"  ftate,  and  be  miniilers  unto  thy  pleafure  for 


ever." 


And  by  their  infinuations  they  won  upon  the 
inclination  of  this  King,  and  by  their  obfequiouf- 
nefs  they  attached  him  to  their  party  :  and  thefe 
Two  Giants,  together  with  King  WILL,  rofe  up 

in 
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in  arms  as  by  one  confent;  and  they  drove  out 
Prime  Vizier  GOODNESS  from  the  kingdom,  and 
they  put  Prince  WISDOM  in  chains.  And  from 
this  unnatural  coalition  and  intimacy  of  thefe  re 
bels  with  their  King,  a  Third  GIANT,  called  INI 
QUITY  or  WRONG,  arofe ;  and  thefe  Three  Varlets 
waxed  great  in  power,  and  abfolute  in  authority ; 
and  they  ifTiied  a  proclamation,  whereby  it  be 
came  "  High  Treafon  in  any  to  lift  up  his  voice 
4C  againft  Giants."  And  they  laid  violent  hands 
on  King  WILL  whom  they  had  feduced  ;  and  they 
put  out  his  eyes,  fo  that  he  fhould  not  fee  his  way 
for  ever ;  and  they  placed  a  pageant  fcepter  in 
his  hand,  and  he  became  their  vaflfal.  And  a 
thick  darknefs  fell  upon  The  World  of  Man,  and 
uproar  and  tumult  was  heard  therein. 


AND  THUS  ENDED  THE  SECOND  ACT. 


JOHN    GOOD.  97 


NOW,  had  this  OPERA  ended  here,  foraf- 
rnuch  as  the  period  would  have  been  fudden,  the 
conduct  im  per  ft*  ft,  and  the  cataftrophe  extremely 
tragical,  and  very  different  from  the  Original  De- 
fign ;  the  AUTHOR  called  the  •  banifhed  Prime 
Vizier,  and  appointed  him  to  make  his  Second 
Entrance  on  the  ftage ;  and  HE  gave  him  a  Scor 
pion,  called  CONSCIENCE,  in  his  hand,  and  faid 
unto  him, 

cc  Inafmuch  as  The  World  of  Man  is  become 
<c  a  Chaos  *,  and  that  thofe  of  thy  Family,  to 
"  whom  the  Government  was  appointed,  are  them- 
"  felves  conquered  and  quelled  therein. 

cc  Inafmuch  as.  The  Giants  are  increafed  in 
<c  number,  and  grown  abiblute  in  authority,  and 
"  have  enflaved  their  Prince,  and  blinded  the 
u  underftanding  of  their  Sovereign." 

"  Do  thou  re-enter  among  them,  and  deliver 
"  Prince  WISDOM  from  prifon,  and  take  King 
c*  WILL  into  thy  leading ;  for  thou  (halt  not  as 
"  yet  be  able  to  reftore  fight  to  the  King,  neither 
"  wholly  to  refcue  the  Prince  from  his  fhackles. 
"  And  do  thou  kindle  A  NEW  LIGHT  in  The 

VOL.  II.  H  "  World 
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"  World  of  Man,  that  fhall  invade  and  contend 
"  with  the  Darknefs  thereof :  and  be  thou  watch- 
"  ful  and  mighty,  and  enter  into  perpetual  war 
"  with  The  Giants,  and  ftrive  to  fubdue  them  ; 
"  and  when  they  rife  up  in  arms  againft  thee, 
"  take  this  Scorpion  in  thy  hand,  and  fpare 
"•  not  to  fling  their  guilt,  and  to  lafh  their  re- 
<c  hellions. 

"  But  forafmuch  as  thy  Enemies  are  filled  with 
*c  POWER,  and  VIOLENCE,  and  WRONG,  and  can 
*c  neither  be  fhamed  by  foils,  nor  wholly  flain  by 
*c  wound  ings ;  they  fhall  be  able  to  prevail  againft 
cc  thee  for  fix  thoufand  years :  and  during  this 
"  Combat,  thou  thyfelf  malt  be  fubjecl  to  many 
"  difcomfitures,  and  infli&rons,  and  confufions  of 
*c  face  •,  but  in  the  end  thou  malt  overcome.  And 
"  thou  flialt  take  the  Third  of  the  Giants  and 
"  fhalt  flay  him  •,  and  the  other  Two  Giants  thou 
46  fhalt  reftore  as  at  the  firft :  and  that  they  be 
"  able  no  more  to  rebel,  thou  thyfelf  fhalt  take 
*e  the  Government  upon  thee;  and  thou  fhalt  give 
"  New  Eyes  and  Underftanding  to  King  WILL,, 
<c  and  flialt  deliver  Prince  WISDOM  to  perfect 
«'  Freedom  5  and  they  fhall  rejoice  to  become  thy 
"  Servants,  and  fhall  walk  the  foremofl  in  thy 
"  Train  for  ever." 

And  Prime  Vizier  GOODNESS  did  as  he  was 
commanded :  and  he  entered  upon  his  new  com- 

mffion  -, 
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million  ;  and  he  fpoke  Peace  to  the  tumult, 
and  Silence  to  the  uproar  in  Man  ;  and  New 
Light  fprung  up  in  his  hemifphere,  and  the 
Form  of  Order  was  reflored  therein ;  and  thofe, 
who  had  not  known  the  Firft  World,  were  delight 
ed  at  the  Beauty  of  the  Second. 


AND  THUS  ENDED  THE  THIRD  ACT. 


H   2 


NOW 
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NOW,  as  the  Fourth  Act  was  appointed  ta 
fill  a  long  Parenthefis,  called  Time,  and  yet  was 
only  fufceptible  of  a  Tingle  a6tion,  to  wit,  the 
Combat  between  the  Family  of  The  GOODS  and 
the  Family  of  The  GIANTS  ;  as  this  Fourth  Act 
was  folely  intended  to  recapitulate  and  illuftrate 
the  Three  former  Acts,  and  was  of  no  further  im 
portance  than  as  it  was  preparatory  to  the  Fifth 
and  Laft  Aft  of  this  Great  Drama ;  The  AUTHOR, 
in  order  to  introduce  his  grand  cataflrophe,  with 
all  the  dignity  and  variety  that  the  nature  of  his 
plan  would  admit,  determined  to  enlarge  his 
Theatre,  and  increafe  the  number  of  his  Actors, 
without  increafing  his  Characters,  or  deviating  a 
tittle  from  his  Original  Model. 

Wherefore  HE  fpread  out  this  earth  for  his 
Stage,  and  the  fkies  for  his  Curtain;  and  his 
fcenes  were  wrought  from  the  feveral  elements, 
and  in  them  was  hieroglyphically  defigned  and  in- 
cyphered  each  emblem  of  the  Future  Combat; 
and  THE  SPIRIT  OF  GIANTISM  fpread  throughout, 
and  was  prevalent  and  exalted  therein. 

Hence  the  EARTH,  by  nature  fiuggifh  and 
ftupid,  grew  animated  and  convulfed  through  its 

internal 
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internal  vacuities  ;  and,  through  its  emptinefs,  it 
became  overfwoln  and  overweening  ;  and,  in  its 
pride,  it  (hook  and  made  war  upon  its  kindred 
elements,  and  it  ingulphcd  the  Water,  and  belch 
ed  forth  the  Flame. 

.  And  the  AIR  began  to  murmur ;  and,  chang 
ing  from  its  native  ferenity  and  fweetnefs,  it  rofe 
into  wrath,  and  exclaimed  loudly  againd  the 
Economy  and  Beauty  of  Nature  ;  and  it  attempt 
ed  to  throw  the  Ocean  from  its  feat,  and  to  dived 
the  Earth  of  its  cloathing  and  ornaments. 

And  the  SEA  was  moved  thereat;  and  it  com 
bated  the  Winds,  and  foamed  againft  the  Earth  ; 
and,  in  its  fury,  it  would  have  fcaled  the  very 
Heavens,  for  it  was  enraged  that  any  Limits  fhould 
be  fet  to  its  Ambition. 

And  through  thefe  violent  commotions  the 
FLAME  was  enkindled  ;  and  it  fell  on  the  ripened 
corn,  and  on  the  fhrubs,  and  on  the  forefts  ;  and 
oppofition  but  ferved  to  adminifter  to  its  violence, 
and  it  feized  on  the  fhelter  of  cattle,  and  on  the 
afylums  and  little  nefts  of  the  choiring  inhabitants, 
and  ravaged  and  laid  all  wafte  without  mercy. 

And  while  the  Noify  thus  bluftered,  and  the 
Empty  uttered  founds  of  terror,  the  Barren  Moun 
tains  were  fwelled  in  their  Pride,  and  elated  and 

H  3  hardened 
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hardened  in  the  Opinion  of  their  Dignity  •,  and 
they  arofe  above  the  Fertility  of  the  humble  and 
refrefhing  Vales,  and  in  their  nakednefs  they  af- 
fumed  pre-eminence,  and  claimed  the  fkies  in  right 
of  their  Infignification. 

For  the  AUTHOR  had  appointed,  in  the  FER 
MENTATION  of  GIANTISM,  that  the  Mean  and 
Inconfiderable  fliould  get  upperrnoft  :,  and  that  the 
Light,  and  the  Defpicable,  and  the  Deteftable9 
ihouid  afcend. 

Wherefore  the  Vapour,  and  the  Drofs,  and  the 
Scum  of  Nature,  fprung  aloft-,  and  the  Stench 
and  the  Nuifance  of  the  earth  were  exalted ;  and 
they  condenfed  their  powers,  and  rode  fublime, 
and  intercepted  the  benignity  of  the  fun-beams ; 
and  they  looked  down  with  contempt  on  all  fruits, 
and  on  all  fragrance  •,  and  they  blafted  the  fields 
with  their  lightnings,  and  with  their  thunders  they 
terrified  the  living.  And  All  that  was  Valuable 
lay  low  •,  and  the  Gold,  and  the  Gems,  and  the 
Riches  of  the  Earth  funk  from  fight,  and  were  hid 
in  the  depth,  and  in  the  bofom  thereof. 

And  THE  SPIRIT  OF  GIANTISM  entered  into 
the  beads,  and  the  fowl,  and  the  fifh,  and  into 
the  very  infects,  and  crawling  reptiles  of  nature  : 
and  the  Pard  began  to  glare,  and  the  Lion  to 
roar  in  the  foreft  -,  and  the  Whale  drew  the  fifh 

by 
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by  fhoals  into  his  maw;  and  the  Shark  faid,  "  In 
"  voracioufnefs  confifteth  dominion."  And  the 
Hawk,  and  the  Eagle,  and  the  Vulture,  foared 
on  high  •,  and  they  looked  clown,  with  indigna 
tion,  on  THE  SPIRIT  OF  GOODNESS,  where  it 
bleated  in  the  Fields,  and  made  mufic  in  the 
Groves;  and  they  marked  the  Lamb,  and  the 
Suckling,  and  the  Gentle  Robin,  and  the  Cooing 
Dove,  and  the  Matin  Lark,  for  their  Prey. 

And  when  this  Great  Theatre  was  thus  prepared, 
the  DIVINE  AUTHOR  called  ibrth  two  characters 
from  The  Bofom  of  ADAM,  and  appointed  them 
to  make  their  entrance  •,  and  the  one  was  called 
CAIN,  and  the  other  was  called  ABEL  :  and  the 
Firft  was  the  Representative  of  the  Family  of  The 
GIANTS,  and  the  Second  was  the  Reprefentative 
of  the  Family  of  The  GOODS  ;  and  the  Elder, 
from  the  Principles  of  his  Generation,  was  called 
THE  SON  OF  MAN;  and  the  Younger,  from  the 
Principles  of  his  Generation,  was  called  THE  SON 
OF  GOD. 

And  The  Elder  rofe  up  againfl  The  Younger, 
and  (lew  him ;  and  he  ruled  alone,  and  begot  a 
Race  of  GIANTS  :  and  all  the  Sons  of  Enmity,  and 
of  Avarice,  and  of  Ambition,  and  of  Violence, 
and  of  Luft,  and  of  Senfuality,  and  The  Mighty 
in  Shew,  and  The  Little  in  Signification,  are  the 
Dependents  of  the  faid  Giant  unto  this  day. 

H  4  Wherefore, 
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Wherefore,  in  order  to  give  fome  Poife  to  the 
Scale  of  Iniquity,  The  AUTHOR  appointed  a 
Second  Reprefentative  of  the  Family  of  the  GOODS, 
who  fhould  ftand  in  the  place  of  his  brother  who 
was  flain,  and  he  called  his  name  SETH.  And  he 
alfo  profpered,  and  begot  a  numerous  ifTur,  who 
multiplied  through  feveral  centuries ;  and  all  the 
Sons  of  Love,  and  of  Candour,  and  of  Fortitude, 
and  the  Generous,  and  the  Honourable,  and  the 
Humane,  and  the  Great  of  Soul,  and  the  Little  of 
Oilentation,  are  the  Defcendents  of  the  faid  AN 
CESTOR  unto  this  day. 

And  in  procefs  of  time  it  came  to  pafs,  that 
thefe  The  Children  of  GOD  beheld  the  Daugh 
ters  of  the  Giants,  and  faw  that  they  were  fair ; 
and  they  faid,  "  We  will  no  longer  wage  war 
"  againft  the  Giants,  but  will  enter  into  league 
*c  and  into  affinity  with  them  ;  and  we  will  be  as 
"  One  Family,  and  as  One  Houfe  :"  and  Female 
Beauty  became  to  them  as  a  fecond  kind  of  For 
bidden  Fruit  •,  they  tailed,  they  communicated 
with  the  Enemies  of  Virtue  ;  nature  felt  a  Second 
Wound ;  every  imagination  grew  incarnate  and 
corrupt  ;  it  repented  The  AUTHOR  that  he  had 
brought  man  upon  the  ftage,  and  he  determined 
to  f,veep  him  from  the  furface  thereof. 

And  in  thofe  days  there  was  a  certain  Poet  call 
ed  NOAH,  who  refufed  to  liflen  to  the  enchant 
ments 
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ments  of  his  wife :  and  growing  bold  in  his  inte 
grity,  he  lifted  up  his  voice  againft  a  world,  and 
he  warned  them  to  deprecate  the  impending  judg 
ment  ;  and  he  preached  to  the  Giants,  "  That 
"  All  mould  become  Little  in  their  own  eyes." 
And  his  fermon  appeared  as  a  Farce,  or  as  a  matter 
of  Mummery,  and  they  laughed  at  the  Man  ;  but 
though  "  the  earth  was  then  filled  with  vio- 
"  lence,"  they  declined  to  lay  a  hand  on  the 
Preacher. 

And  the  waters  defcendcd,  and  the  floods  arofe, 
and  this  Poet  was  lifted  thereon  above  the  heads  of 
the  GIANTS  :  and  the  pride  of  their  ftature  did  not 
avail  them  for  wading ;  and  the  fire  of  their  lufts 
was  quenched,  and  their  offences  and  their  filth 
and  their  impurities  were  warned  away,  and  all 
their  fins  were  covered.  And  this  Poet  with  his 
houfehold  alone  remained,  to  renew  the  Prefent 
World,  and  to  carry  Tidings  of  the  Former  to 
Poilerity. 

Now  the  earth,  thus  delivered  of  her  foul  and 
monftrous  burden,  began  to  fmile  afrelh,  and  to 
rejoice  as  in  the  Firft  Morning  and  Spring- Tide  of 
Innocence.  But  forafmuch  as,  in  the  houfe  of 
NOAH,  there  flill  remained  of  the  blood  of  The 
GIANTS;  forafmuch  as  this  world,  an  irkfome 
pafiage  to  The  Progeny  of  the  GOODS,  is  yet  the 
proper  nurfery  and  province,  the  Sole  Heaven  and 

Native 
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Native  Element  of  GIANTISM  :  nature  began  anew 
to  afTert  her  own ;  the  two  families  again  became 
diflinguifhed ;  they  refumed  their  animofity ;  the 
war  was  renewed ;  and  The  Giants,  as  in  old 
times,  were  crowned  with  fuccefs. 

And  they  built  themfelves  Babels,  and  erected 
monuments  to  their  own  glory ;  and  they  formed 
new  governments,  and  new  ftates,  and  new  reli 
gions  •,  and  they  became  Mighty  Hunters,  and 
Emperors,  and  Rulers,  and  Potentates,  and  High- 
Priefts,  and  Grandees,  and  Judges,  and  Juftices, 
and  Taxgatherers,  and  Catchpoles,  and  Jailers, 
and  Executioners  :  and  fear  fell  upon  all  men  ;  and 
they  faid,  "  Surely  the  hand  of  Heaven  doth 
<c  fight  for  The  Giants,  for  with  them  alone  is 
"  Omnipotence  !"  and  they  paid  divine  honours 
unto  them,  and  worfhipped,  and  bowed  down 
before  them  to  the  duft  •,  and  fcarce  refrained 
from  fuffocating  thofe  their  idols  with  the  flench 
of  their  adulations. 

And  The  GIANTS  enacted  new  laws,  and  new 
habits,  and  new  cuftoms,  and  new  fashions :  and 
they  reverted  Nature  and  Reafon  from  the  bot 
tom  to  the. top;  and  they  appointed  to  all  men, 
that  Good  (hould  become  Evil,  and  Evil  become 
Good,  and  that  the  Great  {hould  appear  Little, 
and  the  Little  appear  Great  •,  and  it  was  fo.  And, 
as  Gods,  they  created  new  happinefs,  and  new 

pleafures, 
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pleafures,  and  new  appetites,  and  new  opinions ; 
and  the  Subftance  of  Dignity  was  turned  into 
Shew,  and  the  Simplicity  of  Honour  into  Gaud 
and  Equipage.  And  they  ordered,  that  all  Virtue 
Ihould  be  dug  from  the  BovVels  of  the  Earth,  and 
that  all  Merit  fhould  be  weighed  in  Scales  of 
Bullion  •,  and  it  was  fo.  And  Power  was  denomi 
nated  from  the  capacity  of  Mifchief,  and  Wealth 
from  the  iflues  of  Fraud  and  Depredation.  And 
Truth  and  Wifdom  were  levelled  with  the  duft  •, 
and  the  Traitor,  and  the  Pander,  and  the  Buf 
foon,  were  exalted.  And  hymns  were  fung  to  the 
Deities  of  Rioting  and  Drunkennefs,  and  anthems 
to  the  arm  of  Inhumanity  and  Devaluation. 

Thus  did  GIANTISM  profper,  and  grow,  and 
Hfe  in  ftature,  and  fpread  abroad  in  bulk,  till  it 
attained  toUniverfal  Dominion  ;  fo  that  OUR  FA 
MILY  did  not  dare  to  (hew  their  heads  throughout 
the  earthu  and  fcarce  the  appearance  of  Cornell  re 
mained  between  us.  For  though  I  cafi  quote  a 
few  inilances,  as  of  HERCULES,  JOSHUA,  DAVID, 
and  the  firft  BRUTUS,  where  our  Jtoule  have  pre 
vailed;  yet  the  MILTJADES'S,  the  SOCRATES'S, 
the  ARISTIDES'S,  the  PHOCIONS,  the  SCIPJO'S,  the 
CICERO'S,  the  PETUS'S,  the  AGRICOLA'S,  the  &o 
of  our  Family,  have  been  imprifoned  by  Practice* 
devoted  by  Superftition,  proscribed  by  Envy, 
murdered  by  Faction,  exiled  by  Ingratitude,  fa- 
crificed  by  Ambition,  (tabbed  by  Malice,  doom 
ed 
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cd  by  Tyranny — SACRED  VICTIMS  TO  LIBERTY  ! 
MARTYRS  TO  TRUTH  ! 


At  length  The  PRINCE  and  GREAT  PRINCIPLE 
OF  OUR  FAMILY,  The  LIGHT  from  whence  ALL 
VIRTUE  hath  received  Illumination,  The  SEED  of 
our  Growth,  The  ESSENCE  of  our  Effluence,  de- 
fcended ;  and  the  Heavens  bowed  down  to  give 
HIM  way,  and  the  earth  fprung  forward  to  receive 
HIM. 

And  H  E  came,  not  arrayed  in  the  Fool's  Coat 
of  GIANTISM,  nor  in  the  Weaknefs  of  their  Power, 
nor  in  the  Meannefs  of  their  Dignity ;  but,  over 
his  IMMENSITY,  HE  threw  the  appearance  of  Li 
mitation,  and  with  Time  HE  inverted  his  ETER 
NITY;  and  his  OMNIPOTENCE  put  on  Frailty,  and 
his  SUPREMACY  put  on  Subjection  ;  and  with  the 
Veil  of  Mortality  he  flhrouded  his  BEAUTY,  left 
degenerate  nature  mould  Ihrivel  at  his  Sight,  and 
creation,  through  its  depravity,  be  annihilated  in 
His  PRESENCE. 

And  in  His  WORD  was  Life,  and  in  His 
BREATH  there  was  Healing;  and  Death  fled  be 
fore  him,  and  Sicknefs  grew  found  at  his  Sight; 
and  the  Lame  ran,  and  the  Blind  gazed,  and  the 
Deaf  liftened;  and  all  the  elements  were  humed; 
and  the  earth  trembled  with  Reverence  beneath  the 
Foot  of  her  CREATOR. 

And 
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And  THE  POWERS  OF  GIANTISM  were  (haken, 
and  they  greatly  feared  for  their  State,  and  for 
their  Kingdom  ;  and  they  murmured  that  this  their 
hour  had  fallen  unawares ;  and  they  faid,  "  Art 
46  thou  come  to  torment  us  before  our  day  ?" 

And  THE  Prince  of  the  Giants  took  this  The 
PRINCE  of  our  Family  apart,  and  held  before  him 
the  Magnifying  Perfpe<5live  of  the  Dreamer ;  and 
he  (hewed  him  the  Whole  Toy-houfe  of  the  Chil 
dren  of  men,  their  diftinctions,  and  their  proper 
ties,  and  cares,  and  concerns,  and  amufements, 
and  privileges,  and  ftars,  and  ribbons,  and  trin 
kets,  and  hobbies,  and  go  carts,  and  revellings,  and 
wailings.  And  through  This  Glafs  they  appeared 
as  of  reality  and  importance;  and  they  (hewed 
like  kingdoms,  and  policies,  and  dominion,  and 
glory,  and  honour,  and  pomp,  and  acquifitions 
worthy  of  triumph,  and  lofifes  worthy  of  la 
mentation. 

And  The  Prince  of  the  Family  of  the  Giants  faid 
unto  the  The  PRINCE  of  the  Family  of  the  GOODS  ; 
cc  HERE  alone  is  true  exiftence,  and  true  power,  and 
46  true  pleafure,  and  true  pofTcfTion  ;  and  this  is  the 
46  world  of  high  thoughts,  and  of  happy  atchieve- 
"  ments;  and  All  Thefe  Things  are  MINE,  and 
"  whofoever  defireth  the  fame  doth  Homage  to 
*'  My  Supremacy  j  and  I  give  them  to  my  mini- 
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"  ons,  and  to  my  votaries,  and  I  will  conftitute 
"  Thee  the  Prince  and  the  Ruler  thereof." 

And  The  Prince  of  Our  Family  beheld,  and 
the  Perfpe&ive  was  not  able  to  endure  His  Re 
gard  :  TheGlafs  (hivered  at  THE  BtAM  OF  HIS 
EYE, — and  All  the  Shew  vanifhed  ! 

And  HE  looked  abroad,  to  fee  who  of  his 
Kindred  remained  on  the  earth,  and  to  know 
which  of  them  would  acknowledge  The  POWER 
OF  His  REDEMPTION.  But  all  had  ilrayed  as  irj 
a  foreign  land,  and  lulled  after  the  flefh-pots  of 
their  tafkmafters.  And  The  Giants  had  taken 
them  captive,  and  had  made  them  hewers  of 
wood,  and  drawers  of  water,  and  caterers  for 
their  tables,  and  fifhers  for  their  delicacies.  And 
Our  Family  had  become  as  AiTes,  to  carry  the 
burdens  of  GIANTISM  ;  and  as  Oxen,  to  plow  a 
foil,  "  wherein  they  had  no  Inheritance." 

And  their  PRINCE  had  companion  upon  them, 
and  HE  called  them  unto  him,  and  loofed  them 
from  the  Chains  of  their  Lulls ;  and  with  the  Balm 
of  his  Breath  he  healed  their  Wounds,  and  with 
the  Robe  of  his  Mercy  he  cloathed  their  infirmi 
ties.  And  HE  widened  their  Capacity,  HE 
ftretched  out  their  Exiilence;  HE  carried  them 
backward  where  Time  was  not,  and  forward 
through  the  Traces  of  Eternity.  And  HE  gave 

them 
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them  Dominion  over  the  clamours  of  appetite, 
and  a  Scepter  over  the  tumult  of  paffions,  and 
Power  over  The  Principalities  of  Giantifm,  and 
over  Weaknefs,  and  over  Sin,  and  over  Pain. 
And  HE  gave  them  GOODNESS  to  drink  as  morn 
ing's  milk,  and  WISDOM  for  food  as  at  a  feftival. 
And  HE  lifted  them  on  high,  whence  chey  looked, 
and  beheld  this  world  as  a  Molehill,  and  The 
Giants  as  Reptiles  thereon  ;  and  they  fmiled  at  all 
beneath,  as  at  the  impertinence  of  a  dream  that 
had  pa(Ted ;  for  they  difcovered  Human  Life  as  a 
fhort  though  thorny  pafs,  and  Death  but  as  a 
portal  that  opened  on  Immortality.  And  he  pour 
ed  Affection  into  their  hearts,  and  Exultation  into 
their  bofoms-,  and  their  fouls  were  expanded  in 
Delight,  and  they  became  as  GODS  ;  for  each 
drank  in  the  Happinefs  of  All,  and  with  the  arms 
of  their  Love  they  embraced  the  Univerfe,  as 
though  it  had  been  the  work  of  their  own  creation. 

And  the  Thrones,  and  the  Sanhedrims,  and 
the  Potentates,  and  the  Rulers,  and  the  High- 
Priefts,  and  the  Elders,  and  the  Judges,  and  the 
Placemen,  and  the  Minifters  through  Earth  and 
through  Hell,  arofe ;  and  All  The  Powers  of 
Giantifm  took  council  together.  And  they  fum- 
moned  their  armies  of  tipflaves,  and  bailiffs,  and 
bravoes,  and  ruffians,  and  with  a  Mortal  Arm 
they  laid  hold  on  OMNIPOTENCE,  and  they  brought 
THE  JUDGE  OF  QUICK.  AND  DEAD  before  the 

Tribunal 
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Tribunal  of  Iniquity.  And  they  accnfed  Him  of 
mifdemeanors,  and  of  high  crimes  againft  the 
State;  for  they  proved  that  RIGHTEOUSNESS  was 
a  paradox  to  Human  Policy,  and  that  TRUTH  was 
high  treafon  againft  their  Statutes  and  againft  their 
Ordinances.  Wherefore,  for  his  Good  Works 
He  flood  impeached  ;  he  was  convicted  according 
to  the  Fullnefs  of  Law  ;  he  was  appointed  to  the 
Crofs  by  the  Equity  of  their  Adminiftration  ;  and 
THE  PRINCE  OF  PARDON  was  condemned,  THE 
FOUNTAIN  OF  HONOUR  was  fpit  upon  ;  and  they 
fcourged  THE  HEALER,  and  put  to  torture  THE 
DISPENSER  OF  DELIGHTS, 

And  all  the  elements  flood  aghafl,  and  the 
rocks  were  rent  with  Remorfe,  and  the  earth 
fweat  drops  of  Anguifh ;  and  the  Sun  withdrew 
his  face,  and  the  flars  refufedto  behold,  left  THE 
LAMP  THAT  FED  THEIR  LIGHTS  fhould  be  ex- 
tinguifhed. 

\ 

Then  did  Heaven  pluck  the  Rein  from  the 
muzzle  of  GIANTISM,  that  it  might  rage  without 
check  or  limitation  :  and  it  gnafhed  upon  GOOD 
NESS;  as  a  Vulture  it  caught  THE  BEAUTY  OF 
ETERNITY  in  its  talons,  and  it  flabbed  at  THE 
SOURCE  OF  LIFE,  and  in  its  Wrath  would  have 
annihilated  INFINITUDE.  Yet  it  ferved  but  to 
rend  in  twain  the  Veil  of  his  Mortality,  that  his 
DIVINITY  might  thereby  become  apparent.  Where 
fore 
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fore  HE  permitted  the  utmoft  of  their  malice,  that 
HE  might  fhew  to  all  his  Hcufe,  and  to  all  his 
Kindred,  how  impotent,  how  inconfiderable,  how 
wholly  defpicable,  is  GIANTISM;  that  its  Strength 
is  Wcaknefs,  its  Wifdom  Folly,  its  Wealth  Po 
verty  ;  its  Honours  an  Indignity,  its  Pride  a  Ri 
dicule,  its  Pomp  a  Sntrer  \  its  Judgment  a  Lie,  its 
Pleafures  a  Dream,  its  Triumphs  a  Defeat-,  its 
Hopes  an  lllufion,  its  Purfuits  an  Error,  its  Pof- 
feffions  a  Phantom;  its  Ornaments  Nakednefs,  its 
Beauty  a  Blemilh,  its  Health  a  Difcafe: — And 
that  nothing  is  ftrong,  nothing  is  wife,  nothing  is 
wealthy  •,  nothing  is  decent,  nothing  is  ornamental, 
nothing  is  honourable  -,  nothing  is  pleafant,  no 
thing  is  true,  nothing  is  real;  nothing  is  hopeful, 
nothing  is  beautiful,  nothing  is  defirable — but 
GOODNESS, 

Thus,  my  friends,  although  it  was  expe<5ted> 
that  the  CHIEF  of  our  Family  as  at  that  time 
Ihould  defcend,  in  order  to  make  an  end  at  once 
with  Giantifm  :  yet  this  The  PRINCE  of  our  pro 
geny  did  himfclf  declare,  that  he  came  not  to  ac- 
complifh  but  reinforce  the  combat ;  that  "  he 
"  came  not  to  bring  peace  but  a  fword  upon 
"  earth,"  and  to  put  new  weapons  for  war  in 
to  the  hands  of  his  failing  Fraternity,  where 
by  we  are  enabled  to  wage  trucelefs  and  irre- 
concileable  conflict  with  Giants,  whether  they 
be  of  the  World,  or  of  the  Flcfli,  or  of  that 

VOL.  II*  J  Spirit 
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Spirit  who  is  the  Power  of  both — till  time 
fhall  draw  to  its  final  period,  till  this  Cerberean 
Dog  of  Giantifm  fhall  have  fulfilled  his  day; 
when  THE  CAPTAIN  OF  OUR  WARFARE  lhall  him- 
felf  return,  to  commence  the  fifth  and  laft  act  of 
his  Almighty  Drama  i  when  the  hugenefs,  and 
the  feeming  almightinefs  of  Giantifin,  lhall  be  caft 
to  mockery,  and  to  fpurnings,  and  to  annihila 
tion  ;  and  to  the  Little,  and  to  the  Low,  and  to 
the  Abafed  of  our  Houfe,  fhall  be  rendered  en 
largement,  and  elevation,  and  glory,  for  ever. 

And  now,  my  brethren,  forafmuch  as  I  have 
fhewn  you,  that  the  Giants  of  my  late  Hiftory,  fo 
varioufly  and  fhrewdly  applied  by  the  INGENIOUS, 
to  Modern  Minifters,  Jufiices,  Privy  Counfellors, 
Judges,  Mayors,  Sheriffs,  Aldermen,  &c.  &c. 
were  no  other  than  the  Original  Giants  of  the 
Great  Drama  I  have  recited  ;  that  ourFirft  Parent 
fell  by  their  rebellion,  that  on  his  ruins  they  erect 
ed  their  dominion,  that  in  his  reftoration  they  were 
combated  but  not  quelled,  and  that  the  appointed 
warfare  ftill  fubfifts  between  us :  had  I  proceeded 
thus  far  only,  had  I  limited  my  Opera  to  Nature 
and  to  Truth  as  fet  down  and  prefcribed  in  the 
DIVINE  ORIGINAL,  that  power  is  not  on  earth 
who  could  have  called  me  to  queftion.  But,  inaf- 
much  as  I  added  a  fifth  and  untimely  act  thereto, 
inafmuch  as  I  carried  the  prefent  times  into  futuri 
ty,  and  untruly  and  injurioufly  and  andacioufly 

fee 
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fet  forth,  that  the  might  of  Giantifm  was  already 
conquered,  and  that  GOODNESSS  was  prevalent 
and  triumphant  among  us,  1  juflly  furTer  the  pe- 
nalry  of  this  my  error  and  my  arrogance. 

However,  I  would  not  have  you  be  ignorant, 
that  I  am  the  lead  of  many  writers,  both  modern 
and  ancient,  both  facred  and  profane,  who  have 
undertaken  to  treat  of  thefc  things.  And  you 
will  find  throughout  the  pages  of  Authentic  Holi- 
nefs,  that  all  of  this  Reprobate  and  Enormous 
Race  have  ever  been  the  Enemies  of  VIRTUE  and 
Opponents  of  the  ALMIGHTY  ;  and  that  no  Giant 
whatever,  whether  of  Cain  or  of  Ntmrod,  a  fon  of 
Amalek  or  of,  Philiftim,  hath  yet  drawn  a  fword 
in  favour  of  EQUITY  -,  or  hath  at  any  time  arifen, 
from  the  beginning  until  now,  a  PATRON  OF  LI 
BERTY,  or  CHAMPION  FOR  TRUTH. 

And  in  the  gigantic  days  of  Rome  and  of  Csefar, 
two  Seers  arofe  who  prophefied  of  thefe  matters  ; 
and  the  firft  was  called  Virgilius,  and  the  fecond 
was  called  Ovidius.  And  the  firft  took  his  para 
ble  from  foreign  parts,  and  faid, x 

That  in  Sicily  there  dwelled  a  nation  of  tremen 
dous  inhabitants,  whofe  inftitution  was  Iniquity, 
and  whofe  prey  was  Man.  And  their  ftature  was 
lifted  up  in  the  height  of  Ambition,  and  their 
arms  ft  retched  forth  to  the  extent  of  Power.  And 
1  2  their 
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their  tafk  was,  in  the  forge  of  infernal  operations, 
to  frame  thunders  for  the  ip  reading  of  death  and 
of  terror,  and  weapons  for  hostility,  and  imple 
ments  for  mifchief.  But,  forafmuch  as  their 
Hands  did  outnumber  their  Optics,  this  prophet 
did  thereby  give  his  readers  to  underftand,  that 
the  Authority  of  Giantifm  did  furpafs  its  Intellects, 
and  that  its  Force  was  twofold  the  extent  of  its 
Difcernment.  Moreover,  he  tells  us,  that  under 
the  appearance  of  UlyfTes  and  his  train,  Know 
ledge  came  upon  this  land,  and  Wifdorn  vifited 
this  people:  and  that,  in  the  femblance  of  ^Eneas 
and  the  Gods  of  his  Hearth,  Piety  and  Hofpitali- 
ty  would  have  intruded  among  them.  But  they 
looked  upon  Wifdom  as  an  enemy  to  their  policy, 
and  on  Piety  as  an  enemy  to  the  idols  of  their 
worfhip.  And  fome  of  thefe  meftengers  they  pro 
hibited  their  ihores,  and  others  they  flaughtered, 
and  others  they  devoured  -,  and  the  chiefs  of  thefe 
ambafiks  with  difficulty  efcaped,  to  carry  to  other 
climates  the  benefits  of  their  vifitation.  And  for 
afmuch  as  this  prophet,  in  this  his  hiftory  of  the 
Cyclopes,  did  according  to  the  nature  and  vera 
city  of  things,  and  gave  glory  and  honour  and 
conqueft  to  Giantifm,  he  was  approved  by  the 
Wealthy,  and  carefTed  by  the  Great,  and  received 
praife  and  remuneration  from  the  Mighty  ones  of 
his  country. 

And  the  other  Seer,  even  as  I  have  done,  took  up 
his  parable  from  ancient  times.     And  he  lift  up 

his 
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his  voice  and  cried  aloud  to  all  people,  that 
*'  Giantifm  was  Iniquity;  and  that  GOODNESS 
u  was  richer  than  Gold,  a-nd  more  honourable 
"  than  Power." 

And  he  fling,  that  in  the  days  of  old  there  were 
Giants  in  the  land,  who  were  the  Ions  of  the  earth 
and  the  boifterous  progeny  of  the  elements;  and 
they  were  a  people  of  magnitude,  and  enormity, 
and  renown  throughout  the  world,  and  of  pro 
digious  deeds,  and  of  peftilentious  achievements; 
and  they  grafped  the  Eaft  with  their  right  hand, 
and  with  their  left  they  laid  hold  upon  the  Weft  ; 
and  with  their  head  they  appeared  to  puiii  the  (tars 
from  their  feats,  fo  highly  did  they  move  in  the 
Pride  of  their  Hxaltation.  Yet  their  fteps  were 
riot  formed  to  the  ways  of  Humanity,  for  they 
walked  upon  the  feet  of  the  Dragon  and  of  the 
Old  Serpent ;  and  they  feized  upon  the  earth  with 
all  its  inhabitants,  and  moved  countries  to  and 
fro,  and  transferred  nations  at  plcafure.  And 
they  faid  among  themfelves,  "  What  is  Heaven 
"  that  we  fhould  fear,  and  what  is  Righteoufnefs 
"  that  we  fliouid  obferve  ?  Our  will  is  the  law, 
*'  and  our  pleaiure  is  the  end,  and  our  power  is 
"  the  compafs  and  execution  thereof."  And  for- 
afmuch  as  they  had  heard  that  there  was  Equity 
above,  and  vengeance  in  the  Hands  of  ONE  liikd 
the  ALMIGHTY  ;  they  proclaimed  loud  war  againil 
government  and  againft  order,  and  attempted  the 
I  3  throng 
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throne  and  the  habitation  of  SUPREMACY  :  and 
they  rent  the  hills  and  the  promontories  from  their 
ancient  foundations, -and  piled  OfTa  upon  Olym 
pus,  and  Pelion  upon  Ofla  \  and  they  fcaled  the 
Heavens,  and  belched  forth  their  blafphemies  in 
the  face  of  ETERNAL  TRUTH,  and  hurled  up  the 
weapons  of  enmity  and  defiance.  But  JUPITER 
fent  forth  Minerva  and  Aftrasa,  the  THUNDERER 
gave  com  million  to  the  difpenfers  of  Wifdom  and 
of  Equity  \  and  Wifdom  was  cioathed  with  power, 
and  Equity  with  terror;  and  the  Giants  were  dif- 
comfited,  and  the  mountains  which  they  had  rear 
ed  were  cail  upon  their  heads ;  they  were  buried 
and  entombed  under  their  own  operations ;  and 
the  gulph  opened  its  depth  and  its  vaftnefs  be 
neath,  and  received  them  to  that  final  and  irreme 
able  place  which  from  the  beginning  was  appoint 
ed  for  the  habitation  of  Giantifm. 

"  So  fung  this  unhappy  and  ill-advifed  Bard." 
For,  inafmuch  as  he  gave  honour  and  excellence 
to  GOODNESS,  and  difcomfiture  and  abafement  to 
the  Sons  of  the  Earth  •,  he  became  an  offence  to 
Dignities,  and  a  nuifance  to  Station,  and  they  caft 
him  forth  from  among  them ;  and  he  was  forbid 
den  to  tune  his  voice,  "  Save  unto  mourning,3* 
for  ever. 

And  I  alfo,  in  thefe  the  days  of  Degeneracy, 
being  the  Lead  of  all  the  Prophets,  was  tempted 

to 
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to  vifit  the  fallen  off  of  our  kindred.  And  there 
came  Giants  from  the  eaft  and  from  thcfouth,  and 
invaded  the  north  of  thefe  kingdoms  •,  and  in  my 
zeal  I  arofe,  and  I  preached  againft  the  aiTailers 
of  our  Liberty  and  the  enemies  of  our  Law  •,  and 
my  fermon  was  heard  through  many  nations,  and 
all  thofe  of  our  Houfe  and  of  our  Lineage  united 
as  one  man,  and  prepared  to  the  battle.  And  the 
abettors  of  Giantifm  were  greatly  amazed  thereat, 
and  their  courage  was  apalleci,  and  their  machina 
tions  were  confounded;  and  Pleaven  fought  on 
our  fide,  and  defeated  the  hod  of  their  confidence, 
that  a  Remnant  of  our  Family  might  yet  be  left 
upon  the  earth. 

And  I  exulted  at  this  the  prevalence  and 
triumph  of  VIRTUE,  and  I  faid  within  myftlf, 
"  Surely  the  hour  approaches  and  is  even  now 
"  arrived,  when  Giantifm  mall  be  trodden  as  dirt, 
c*  and  fwept  away  from  among  us,  and  to  my 
cc  brethren  alone  mail  be.  granted  dominion  with- 
"  out  end."  And  I  bid  my  Kinsfolk  and- my  Affb- 
ciates  to  look  abroad,  and  remark,  how  the  Dews 
of  Good  Government  weredifpenfed  as  from  above> 
and  how  all  bafked  in  the  Sun  mine  of  a  Happy 
Adminiftration. 

And,    thereupon,    I   opened   my   mouth    with, 

boldnefs,  and   I   exalted    myfclf  againft  iniquity ; 

for,  I  faid,  that  POWER,   is   with  GOODNESS,  and 

will  prove  a  micld  unto  thofe  who  combat  the- 

I  4  guilty,. 
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guilty,  and  a  patron  to  the  expofers  and  fcourgers 
of  unrighteoufnefs.  r 

And  I  took  my  text  from  the  fixth  chapter  of 
Genefis  and  onward,  and  I  preached  unto  all 
people,  that,  "  In  thofe  days  there  were  Giants 
*'  in  the  earth,  and  alib  after  that  ^  and  the  fame 
<c  became  mighty  men,  which  were  of  old  men  of 
<c  renown  -,  and  GOD  law  that  their  wickednefs  was 
"  great  upon  the  earth,  and  that  every  imagina- 
«  tion  of  the  thoughts  of  their  heart  was  only  evil 
ct  continually."  And  thereafter  I  fet  forth  the 
Hiftory  of  the  Generation  and  Adventures  of 
Giantifm,  and  the  Hiftory  of  the  Generation  and 
Adventures  of  GOODNESS,  as  you  will  fhortly  find 
it  written,  being  a  tranfcript  of  the  DIVINE 
DRAMA  above  recited  ;  faving  that  I  added  there 
to  an  Act  of  Supererogation,  wherein  I  did  un- 
juftly  and  unadvifcdly  aver,  that  the  day  of  ap, 
pointed  Retribution  was  come,  wherein  Giantifm 
was  wholly  dripped  of  dignity  and  dation,  and 
was  become  a  pigmy  to  the  eyes  of  the  laughing 
beholders ;  and  that  Wealth,  Power,  and  Pre 
eminence,  were  with  GOODNESS  alone,  who  mould 
difpoie  the  fame  in  Equity,  and  difpenfe  the  fruits 
thereof  in  Beneficence  without  end. 

And  while  I  yet  fpake,  all  the  people  fhouted ; 
and  they  cried,  "  Amen,  fo  be  it !"  and  they  rent 
their  fides  with  merriment,  and  the  air  with  accla 
mations. 
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mations.  When,  lo!  a  Power,  whence  I  lead  ex-, 
pedted,  arofe ;  and  a  Giantifm,  that  I  looked  not 
for,  came  upon  me  ;  and  the  Stature  thereof  was 
flupendous,  and  it  appeared  high  over  Property, 
and  over  Liberty,  and  over  Law.  And  while  I 
flood  aftonifned  at  the  fuddennefs  of  the  vifion,  it 
rufhed  and  flopped  my  mouth  before  I  could  make 
my  Appeal;  it  cenfured  me  untried,  unheard, 
and  unimpeached,  neither  fuffcred  me  to  plead 
againfl  my  condemnation ;  and  I  was  appointed 
unto  Reproof  where  Applaufe  had  been  prepared, 
and  unto  Death  on  the  very  fpot  where  1  attempt 
ed  Immortality. 

And  now,  my  beloved  brethren,  forafmuch  as 
the  grave  is  a  mocker  of  mortal  malice ;  and  that 
I  have  nothing  further  to  fear  touching  what 
Giants  can  do  unto  me ;  my  only  concern  is  for 
the  Safety  of  my  Kinsfolk,  and  my  panic  for  the 
Defencelefs  among  my  Fraternity. 

Wherefore,  that  you  may  not  be  furprifed 
through  your  ignorance  of  the  Adverfary,  I  will 
give  you  certain  Marks  and  Criterions  of  Giantifm, 
that  may  ferve  as  a  rattle  to  warn  you  when  the 
Snake  approacheth  ;  that  you  may  flee  if  you  have 
not  the  courage  to  contend,  or  prepare  to  the 
combat  if  fuch  is  your  virtue. 

Giantifm  is  a  bugbear,  a  monfler,  a  monopoly; 
as  where  the  Head  hath  ingulphed  the  Limbs,  or 

the 
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the  Members  abforbed  the  Underftanding.  In 
the  natural  world,  it  is  Deformity ;  in  the  moral 
world,  it  is  Wickednefs ;  in  the  political  world, 
Mifrule  :  Flattery  is  the  harbinger,  and  Fear  the 
trainbearer  thereof-,  it  is  worfhipped  becaufe  of  its 
violence,  it  is  praifed  becauie  of  its  fangs :  though 
divefted  of  right,  yet  it  is  cloathed  with  power ; 
though  it  is  defpicable,  yet  is  it  terrible. 

Take  heed  therefore  that  ye  blafpheme  not  Vice, 
neither  open  your  lips  againft  Vanity  or  Riches ; 
and  when  ye  fee  Folly  in  the  feat  of  Judgment,  or 
Infamy  lifted  on  high,  beware  that  ye  look  not 
up^ — left  ye  be  tempted  to  laughter. 

In  patience  then  poflefs  ye  your  fpirit ;  be  flill 
and  contemplate,  be  ye  filent  and  remark  \  for 
the  force  of  Giantifm  is  as  the  hurricane  of  an  hour, 
and  its  fplendour  is  that  of  a  meteor  which  paffeth 
away :  as  a  cloud  that  thickeneth  upon  the  face 
of  the  morning,  it  is  laden  with  tempefts,  it  is  big 
of  its  thunders  •,  yet  in  the  Pride  of  its  Utterance 
fhall  it  fuddenly  be  brought  down,  it  lhall  be  diffi- 
pated  by  the  mifchief  which  it  beareth  within  its 
Bowels. 

But  forafmuch  as  it  is  not  in  man  to  compafs  this 
matter,  neither  in  the  arm  of  any  mortal  to  bring  it 
to  pafs ;  thus  faith  The  BLESSED  AND  ONLY  PO 
TENTATE,  Who  mocketh  at  all  Pride  as  the 

fwelling 
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fwellingof  a  frog,  and  at  Giantifm  as  a  cricket 
who  exalteth  himfelf  in  his  corner. 

<c  Men  of  high  degree  are  a  lie  •,  pride  com  • 
cc  pafleth  them  about  as  a  chain,  violence  covereth 
<c  them  as  a  garment ;  their  quiver  is  an  open 
"  fepuichre,  they  are  all  mighty  men.  Their 
cc  land  alto  is  full  of  filver  and  gold,  neither  is 
"  there  any  end  of  their  treafures  ;  their  land  alfo 
"  is  full  of  horfes,  neither  is  there  any  end  of  their 
"  chariots. 

"  Shall  I  not  vifit  for  thefe  things,  faith  the 
"  LORD,  and  (hall  not  my  foul  be  avenged  on  fuch 
"  a  nation  as  this  ?  For  the  oppreffion  of  the 
ct  poor,  for  the  fighing  of  the  needy,  now  will  I 
"  arife,  faith  the  LORD,  1  will  fet  him  in  fafety 
"  from  him  that  puffeth  at  him ;  for  the  fpoil  of 
"the  poor  is  in  their  houfes,  upon  a  lofty  and 
tc  high  mountain  have  they  fet  their  bed ;  but 
"  though  thou  exalt  thyfelf  as  the  eagle,  and 
"  though  thou  fet  thy  neft  among  the  ftars, 
"  thence  will  I  bring  thee  down,  faith  the  LORD. 

"  Hear  then  the  word  of  the  LORD,  ye  fcornful 
<c  men !  Becaufe  ye  have  faid  we  have  made  a  co- 
u  venant  with  death,  and  with  hell  are  we  at 
c<  agreement ;  when  the  overflowing  fcourge  fhall 
*c  pafs  thro'  it  fhall  not  come  unto  us ;  for  we  have 
*'  made  lies  our  refuge,  and  under  falfehood  have 

"  we 
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"  we  hid  ourfelves  :  but  thus  faith  the  LORD, 
<e  your  covenant  with  death  fhall  be  difannulled, 
"  and  your  agreement  with  hell  ihall  not  (land. 
"  For  the  day  of  their,  calamity  is  at  hand,  and 
"  the  things  that  fhall  come  upon  them  make 
"  hafte.  Therefore  hell  hath  enlarged  herfelf, 
*'  and  opened  her  mouth  without  meafure,  and 
"  their  glory,  and  their  multitude,  and  their  pomp* 
"  fhall  defcend  into  it:  for  the  triumphing  of  the 
"  wicked  is  fhort  •,  though  his  excellency  mount 
tc  up  to  the  Heavens,  and  his  head  reach  unto  the 
"  clouds,  he  fhall  be  chafed  away  as  a  vifion  of 
"  the  night,  and  the  eye  which  faw  him  fliall  fee 
"  him  no  more. 

'*  But  the  LORD  is  a  ftrength  to  the  poor,  a 
<c  ftrength  to  the  needy  in  his  diftrefs,  a  refuge 
**  from  the  florm,  a  fhadow  from  the  heat.  HE 
"  ftrengtheneth  the  fpoiied  againft  the  flrong,  HE 
<c  fhall  turn  the  fhadow  of  their  death  into  mourn- 
"  ing-,  and  his  judgment  fhall  run  down  as  waters, 
**  and  his  righteoufnefs  as  a  mighty  flream. 

"  But  howl  ye  wicked,  for  the  day  of  the 
"  LORD  is  at  hand  !  it  cometh  cruel  both  with 
"**  wrath  and  fierce  anger,  to  lay  the  land  defolate  > 
"  and  HE  fhall  deftroy  the  finners  thereof  out  of  it. 

"  For  that  day  is  a  day  of  wrath,  a  day  of 
V  trouble  and  diftrefs,  a  day  of  wafteneis  an$ 

"  defolation^ 
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"  dcfolation,  a  day  of  darknefs  and  gloommefs,  a 
"  day- of  clouds  and  thick  darknefs;  a  day  of  the 
"  trumpet  and  alarm  againft  the  fenced  cities,  and 
"  againft  the  high  towers  ;  neither  their  filver  nor 
"  their  gold  lhall  be  able  to  deliver  them  in  the 
"  day  of  the  Lord's  wrath. 

"  And  every  mountain  and  ifland  fhall  be  mov- 
"  ed  out  of  their  places  ;  and  all  whole  habita- 
"  tions  are  on  high,  and  the  kings  of  the  earth, 
"  and  the  great  men,  and  the  rich  men,  and  the 
"  chief  captains,  and  the  mighty  men,  lhall  hide 
"  themfelves  in  the  dens,  and  in  the  rocks  of  the 
"  mountains,  and  fhall  fay  unto  the  rocks  and 
ic  the  mountains,  P'all  on  us  !  and  hide  us  from 
"  the  face  of  HIM  that  fitteth  on  the  throne!  for 
"  the  great  day  of  his  wrath  is  come,  and  who 
"  lhall  be  able  to  ftand  ? 

"And  the  LORD  himfelf  fhall  defcend  from 
"  Heaven  with  a  fhout,  with  the  voice  of  the 
"  arch-angel,  and  with  the  trump  of  GOD.  Then 
"  fhall  the  Heavens  depart  as  a  fcroll  when  it  is 
"  rolled  together;  and  the  elements  lhall  melt 
"  with  fervent  heat,  and  the  earth  fhall  reel  to  and 
"  fro  like  a  drunkard,  and  fhall  be  removed  like 
"  a  cottage. 

"  And  having  fpoiled  Principalities  and  Powers,, 
*'  Hi-  fhall  make  a  fhew  cf  them  openly.  An\ 

"  Death4 
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"  Death  (hall  be  fwallowed  up  of  VICTORY,  and 
"  Mortality  fliall  be  fwallowed  up  of  LIFE." 

WHO  IS  LIKE  UNTO  THEE,  O  LORD  !  AMONGST 
THE  GODS?  WHO  IS  LIKE  UNTO  THEE?  GLORIOUS 
IN  HOLINESS,  FEARFUL  IN  PRAISES,  DOING  WON 
DERS  ?  WHEREFORE,  BLESSING,  AND  GLORY,  AND 
7^HANKSGIVING,  AND  HONOUR,  AND  POWER, 
AND  MIGHT,  BE  UNTO  OUR  GOD  ALONE  FOR  EVER 

AND  EVER  !      AMEN. 


*   5JC 

*  & 


GUSTAVUS    VASA, 

THE 

Deliverer  of  his  COUNTRY. 


TRAGEDY. 

AS  IT  WAS  TO  HAVE  BEEN  ACTED  AT  THE 

THEATRE-ROYAL  IN  DRURY-LANE, 
PRINTED,    MDCCXXXIX. 


PREFATORY  DEDICATION 


TO     THE 


SUBSCRIBERS. 


AS  I  efteemed  it  my  happihefs  to  live 
under  a  government,  where  NATION 
AL  LIBERTY  was  eftablifhed  by  LAw,  and 
the  RIGHTS  of  Subjects  were  interwoven  With 
their  ALLEGIANCE;  fo  lever  thought  it  my 
fafety  to  a£t  with  fuch  allowable  freedom,  as 
did  not  Contradict  any  of  our  written  and 
known  regulations. 

Though  inconfiderable  in  riiyfelf,  I  ajn  yet 
a  fubje£t  of  Great  Britain ;  and  the  privileges 
of  her  meaneft  member  are  dear  to  the  whole 
conftkution. 

Among  thofe   privileges,  I  claim  that  of 

juftifying  my  conduft,  I  claim  that  of  defend- 

VOL.  II,  K,  ing 
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ing  my  property ;  and  wifh  I  could  do  both, 
without  giving  difguft  even  to  thofe  by  whofe 
cenfures  I  am  a  fufferer. 

When  I  wrote  the  following  flieets  I  had 
ftudied  the  ancient  laws  of  my  country,  but 
was  not  converfant  with  her  prefent  political 
ftate.  I  did  not  confider  things  minutely  :  in 
the  general  view  I  liked  our  conftitution,  and 
zealoufly  wifhed  that  the  religion,  the  laws, 
and  liberties  of  England,  might  ever  be  facred 
and  fafe.  I  had  nothing  to  fear  or  hope  from 
party  or  preferment ;  my  attachments  were 
only  to  TRUTH  :  I  was  confcious  of  no  other 
principles,  and  was  far  from  apprehending  that 
fuch  could  be  offenfive. 

I  took  my  fubject  from  the  Hiftory  of 
Sweden,  one  of  thofe  Gothic  and  glorious  na 
tions,  from  whom  our  form  of  government  is 
derived;  from  whom  Britain  has  inherited 
thofe  unextiriguifhable  SPARKS  OF  LIBERTY 
and  PATRIOTISM,  that  were  Her  LIGHT 
through  the  ages  of  ignorance  and  fuperfti- 
tion;  her  FLAMING  SWORD  turned  every 
way  againft  invafion  ;  and  that  VITAL 
HEAT,  which  has  fo  often  prefer ved  her,  fo 
often  reflored  her  from  intefline  malignities. 

Thofe 
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Thofe  are  the  SPARKS,  the  GEMS,  that  alone 
give  true  ornament  and  brightnefs  to  thd 
CROWN  of  a  Britifh  monarch  ;  that  give  him 
freely  to  reign  over  the  free;  and  fhall  ever 
fet  him  above  the  princes  of  the  earth,  till 
corruption  grow  univerfal ;  till  fubjedts  wifh 
to  be  flaves,  and  kings  know  not  how  to  be 
happy. 

I  was  pleafed  with  this  fimilitude  between 
the  principles,  and,  as  I  may  fay,  between  the 
natural  conftitutions  of  Sweden  and  Britain. 
I  looked  no  further  for  fentiments,  than  as 
they  arofe  from  fa£ts  >  and  for  the  fads  I  am 
indebted  to  hiftory  :  nay,  I  ingeniioufly  con- 
fefs,  I  was  fo  far  from  a  view  of  merit  with 
the  difaffeded,  that  I  looked  on  this  perform 
ance  as  the  higheft  compliment  I  could  pay 
the  prefent  eftablifhment — Such  was  my  igno 
rance,  or  fuch  is  my  misfortune ! 

Many  are  the  difficulties  a  new  author  has 
to  encounter  in  introducing  his  play  on  the 
Jlage :  I  had  the  good  fortune  to  furmount 
them.  This  piece  was  about  five  weeks  in  re- 
hearfal,  the  day  was  appointed  for  acting,  I 
had  difpofed  of  many  hundred  tickets,  and 
K  2  imagined 
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imagined  I  had  nothing  to  fear  but  from  the 
weaknefs  of  the  performance. 

But  then  it  was,  that  where  I  looked  for 
approbation,  I  met  with  repulfe.  I  was  con 
demned  and  punifhed  in  my  works,  without 
being  accufed  of  any  crime ;  and  made  ob 
noxious  to  the  government  under  which  Hive*, 
without  having  it  in  my  power  to  alter  my 
condu£t,  or  know  in  what  inftance  I  had 
given  offence* 

r 

However  fingular  and  unprecedented  this 
treatment  may  appear,  had  I  conceived  it  to 
be  the  intention  of  the  legiflature,  I  fhould 
havfi  fubmitted  without  complaining :  or  had 
any,  among  hundreds  who  have  perufed  the 
manufcript,  obferved  but  a  fingle  line  that 
might  inadvertently  tend  to  Sedition  or  Im 
morality,  I  would  then  have  been  the  firft 
to  ftrike  it  out,  I  would  now  be  the  laft  to 
publifh  it. 

Had  the  dignity  of  the  Lord  Chamberlain's 
office  condefcended,  as  fome  would  infinuate, 
to  a  Theatrical  examination  of  the  Drama ; 
to  a  critical  inquifition  of  the  conduit,  the 
unities,  and  tricks  of  fcenery;  even  fo  I  might 

have 
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have  hoped  for  equal  indulgence  with  farces, 
pantomimes,  and  other  performances  of  like 
tafte  and  genius. 

But  this  is  not  the  cafe  :  the  Lord  Cham 
berlain's  office  is  alone  concerned  in  thofe 
reafons,  which  gave  birth  to  the  ftatute  ;  it  is 
to  guard  againft  fuch  reprefentations,  as  lie 
may  conceive  to  be  of  pernicious  influence  in 
the  commonwealth.  This  is  the  only  point 
to  which  his  prohibitions  are  underftood  to 
extend  ;  and  his  prohibition  lays  me  under 
the  neceffity  of  publifhing  this  piece,  to  con 
vince  the  public,  that,  though  of  no  valuable 
confcquence,  I  am  at  leaft  IN  OFFENSIVE. 

PATRIOTISM,  or  THE  LOYE  OF  COUN 
TRY,  is  the  great  and  fingle  MORAL  which 
I  had  in  view  through  this  play.  This  LOVE 
(fo  fuperior  in  its  nature  to  all  other  interefts 
and  affedions)  is  perfonated  in  the  character  of 
GUSTAVUS.  It  is  the  love  of  NATIONAL 
WELFARE;  national  welfare  is  NATIONAL 
LIBERTY;  and  he  alone  can  be  confcious  of 
it,  he  alone  can  contribute  to  the  fupport  qf 

it,    who  is  PERSONALLY 


By  PERSONAL  FREEDOM,  I  mean  that  ftate 
rt  Hiking  from  VIRTUE;  or  REASON  ruling 

K  3  in 
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in  the  breaft  fuperior  to  appetite  and  paffion  5 
and  by  NATIONAL  FREEDOM,  I  mean  a  fe- 
curity  (arifing  from  the  nature  of  a  well-or 
dered  conftitution)  for  thofe  advantages  and 
privileges  that  each  man  has  a  right  to,  by 
contributing  as  a  member  to  the  weal  of  that 
community. 

The  monarch  or  head  of  fuch  a  conftitu-* 
tion,  is  as  the  FATHER  of  a  large  and  well 
regulated  family ;  his  fubjects  are  not  Servants, 
but  SONS  ;  their  care,  their  affections,  their 
attachments,  are  reciprocal ;  and  their  intereft 
is  ONE,  is  not  to  be  divided. 

This  is  truly  to  reign ;  this,  only,  is  to 
reign.  How  glorious,  how  extenfive  is  the 
prerogative  of  fuch  a  monarch  !  He  is  fuperior 
to  fubjefts,  each  of  whom  is  equal  to  any  mo 
narch,  who  is  only  fuperior  to  flaves..  He  is 
fceptered  in  the  HEARTS  of  his  people,  from 
whence  he  directs  their  hands  with  double 
force  and  energy.  His  office  partakes  of  the 
DIVINE  INCLINATION,  by  being  exerted  to 
no  other  end,  but  The  Happinefs  of  a  People. 

O,  never  may  any  fubtleties,  any  infinua-t 
tions  raife  groundlefs  jealoufies  in  a  people  fa 

governed ! 
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governed  !  Never  may  they  be  influenced  to 
imagine,  that  fuch  a  prince  is  invading  their 
rights,  while  he  is  only  folicitous  to  confirm 
and  preferve  them ! 

And  never  may  any  miniftry,  any  adula 
tion,  feduce  fuch  a  prince  from  that  his  true 
intereft  and  honour ! 

I  fliould  not  have  had  the  affurance  to  foil 
cit  a  fubfcription  in  favour  of  fentiments,  that 
any  circumftance  could  ever  make  me  retradb 
Thefe,  and  thefe  only,  are  the  principles  of 
which  you  are  patrons ;  and  the  honourable 
names*  prefixed  to  this  performance,  lay  me 
under  fuch  a  future  obligation  of  conduft,  as 
{hall  ever  make  me  cautious  of  forfeiting  the 
advantages  I  receive  from  them.  They  are  alfo 
to  me  a  lading  memorial  of  that  gratitude 
with  which  I  am, 

Your  moft  Obliged,  moft  Faithful, 

and  moft  Humble  Servant, 

HENRY  BROOKE. 

*  Amounting  to  near  one  thoufand, 

K  PRO- 
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BRI  TONS  !  this  night  prefents  a  ftate  diftreft: 
Tho'  brave,  yet  vanquiih'd  -,  and  tho'  grea^, 

oppreft. 

Vice,  ravening  vulture,  on  her  vitals  prey'd  ; 
Jier  peers,  her  prelates,  fell  corruption  fway'd  : 
Their  rights,  for  power,  the  ambitious  weakly  fold* 
The  wealthy,  poorly,  for  fuperfluous  gold. 
Hence  wafting  ills,  hence  fevering  factions  rofe, 
And  gave  large  entrance  to  invading  foes  : 
Truth,  juftice,  honour,  fled  the  infe&ed  fhore  ; 
For  Freedom,  Sacred  Freedom,  was  no  more. 

Then,  greatly  rifing  in  his  country's  right, 
Her  hero,  her  deliverer,  fprung  to  light  ; 
A  race  of  hardy  northern  fons  he  led, 
Guiklefs  of  courts,  untainted,  and  unread  $ 
Whofe  inborn  fpirit  fpurn'd  the  ignoble  fee, 
.Whofe  hands  fcorn'd  bondage,    for  their  hearty 
free. 


Afk  ye,  what  law  their  conquering  cauft  confetti*— 
Great  nature's  law,  the  law  within  the  bread  •, 
Fqrrn'd  by  no  art,  and  to  no  fe<5t  confined, 

ftamp'd  by  Heaven  upon  the  unletter'd  mind, 


Such,  fuch,  of  old,  the  firft  born  natives  were, 
Who  breathed  the  virtues  of  Britannia's  air, 
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Their  realm  when  mighty  Casfar  vainly  fought ; 
For  Mightier  Freedom  againft  Caefar  fought, 
And  rudely  drove  the  famed  invader  home, 
To  tyrannize  o'er  polifhed — venal  Rome, 

Our  bard,  exalted  in  a  freeborn  flame, 
To  every  nation  would  transfer  this  claim  : 
He,  to  no  flate,  no  climate,  bounds  his  page, 
But  bids  the  moral  beam  thro'  every  age. 
Then  be  your  judgment  generous  as  his  plan; 
§fe  fans  of  freedom ! — fave  the  friend  of  man. 


The  PERSONS   reprefented, 

MEN. 

CRISTIERN,  King  of  Denmark  and  7  ,  K    txr 

Norway,  and  ufurper  of  Sweden,   JMr'  WR'<^- 

TROLLIO,  A  Swede,  archbifhop  of  >  »  *•     r 
Upfal,  and  vicegerent  to Criftiern,  J 

PETERSON,  A  Swedifh  nobleman,! 

fecretly  of  the  Banifti  party,  and  >Mr.  TURBUTT. 
friend  to  Trollio,  } 

LAERTES,  A  young  Danifh  noble^-  7  -\K   \\r 

man.auendantonCriftina,  ^Mr.  WOODWARD. 

GUSTAVUS,  Formerly  general  of  the  J 

Swedes,  and  firft  couSn  to  the  de-  >  Mr.  QUIN. 
ceafed  king,  j 

ARVIDA,  Of  the   royal   blood    of  J 

Sweden,    friend   and    coufm    to  vMr?  MILWARIJ, 
Guftavus,  i 

ANDERSON,   Chief  lord  of  Dale- 1  Mr.  MILLS 
carlia,  j 

ARNOLDUS,  A  Swedifh  prieft,  and  1 

chaplain  in  the  copper-mines  of  >  Mr.  HAVARD« 
Daiecarlia,  J 

SIVARD,  Captain  of  the  Dalecar-  ?Mr.  RlDOUTt 
lians,  i 

WOMEN. 

CRISTINA,  Daughter  to  Criftiern,      Mrs.  GIFFARD^ 
AUGUSTA,  Mother  to «|  Prifoners  -^  Mrg>  BuTL 
-     Guftavus,  Icriftiern'sL 

GUSTAVA,    SiHer    to  f  iMifs  COLE 

Guftavus,  a  Child,   J  c  ™?>        J  ft 

MARIANA,  Attendant  and  confi-  JMrs.  CHBTWOOB, 
dent  to  Criftina,  J 

Soldiers,  Peafants,  MefTengers,  and  Attendants. 
SCEKE  DA J.EC AIILIA,  aNortbernProvince  in  SWEDEN* 


GUSTAVUS   VASA, 

THE 

Deliverer  of  his  COUNTRY, 
A  c  T  i.    s  c  E  N  E  i. 

The  Infide  of  the  Copper  Mines  in  Dalecarlia, 

Enter  ANDERSON,  ARNOLDUS,  and  Servants  wi& 
Torches. 

AND.  TT'OU  tell  me  wonders. 

ARN.    1       Soft — behold,  my  lord, 

Behold  him  ftretch'd,  where  reigns  eternal  night ; 

The  flint  his  pillow,  and  cold  damps  his  covering  { 

Yet  bold  of  fpirit,  and  robuft  of  limb, 

He  throws  inclemency  afide,  nor  feels 

The  lot  of  human  frailty. 

AND,    What  horrors   hang  around! — The  fa- 

vage  race 
Ne'e.r  hold  their  den,  but  where  fome  glimmering 

ray 

May  bring  the  chear  of  morn.  What  then  is  he?— « 
His  dwelling  marks  a  fecret  in  his  foul, 
^nd  whifpers  fomewhat  more  than  man  about  him; 
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ARN.  Draw  but  the  veil  of  his  apparent  wretch- 

ednefs, 

And  you  fhall  find,  his  form  is  but  aflumed 
TO  hoard  forne  wondrous  treafure,  lodged  within. 

AND.  Let  him  bear  up  to  what  thy  praifes  (peak 

him, 

And  I  will  win  him  fpite  of  his  referve ; 
Bind  hirq  with  fecret  friendship  to  my  foul, 
And  make  him  half  myfelf. 

ARN.  'Tis  nobly  promifed ; 
For  worth  is  rare,  and  wants  a  friend  in  Sweden. 
And  yet  I  tell  thee,  in  her  age  of  heroes, 
When,  nurfed  by  Freedom,  all  her  fons  grew  great, 
And  every  peafant  was  a  prince  in  virtue  \ 
I  greatly  err,  or  this  abandoned  itranger 
Had  ilept  the  firft  for  fame— tho'  now  he  feeks 
To  veil  his  name,  and  cloud  his  fhine  of  virtues  j 
for  there  is  danger  in  them. 
.  AND.  True,  ARNOLDUS  2 

Were  there  a  prince  throughout  the  fcepter'd  globe, 
Who  fearch'd  out  merit  for  its  due  preferment, 
-With  half  that  care  our  tyrant  feeks  it  out 
For  ruin  ;  happy,  happy  were  that  ftate, 
Beyond  the  golden  fable  of  thofe  pure 
And  earlieft  ages — Wherefore  this,  good  Heaven  ? 
Is  it  of  fate,  that  he  who  afTumes  a  crown 
Throws  off  humanity  ? 

ARN,  So  CRISTIERN  holds. 
He  claims  our  country  as  by  right  of  conqueft, 
A  right  to  every  wrong.     Even  now  'tis  faid, 
The  tyrant  envies  what  our  mountains  yield 
Of  health  or  aliment ;  he  comes  upon  us, 

Attended 
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Attended  by  a  numerous  hoft,  to  feizc 
Thefe  laft  retreats  of  our  expiring  liberty. 

AND.  Say'ftthou  ? 

ARN.  This  rifing  day,  this  inftant  hour, 
Thus  chaced,  we  Hand  upon  the  utmoft  brink 
Of  fteep  perdition ;  and  muft  leap  the  precipice, 
Or  turn  upon  our  hunters. 

AND.  Now,  GUSTAVUS  ! 
Thou  prop  and  glory  of  inglorious  Sweden, 
Where  art  thou  mightieft  man  ? — Were  he  but 

here ! — 

I'll  tell  thee,  my  ARNQLDUS,  I  beheld  him, 
Then  when  he  firft  drew  fword,  ferene  and  dreadful, 
As  the  brow'd  evening  'ere  the  thunder  break ; 
For  foon  he  made  it  toilfome  to  our  eyes, 
To  mark  his  fpeed,  and  trace  the  paths  of conqueft: 
In  vain  we  followed,  where  he  fwept  the  field  ; 
'Twas  death  alone  could  wait  upon  GUSTAVUS. 

ARN.  He  was,  indeed,  whate'er  our  wifh  could 
form  him. 

AND.  Array'd  and  beauteous   in   the  blood  of 

Danes, 

The  invaders  of  his  country,  thrice  he  chaced 
This  CRISTJERN,  this  fell  conqueror,  this  ufurper, 
With  route  and  foul  difhonour  at  his  heels, 
To  plunge  his  head  in  Denmark. 

ARN.  Nor  ever  had  the  tyrant  known  return, 
To  tread  our  necks,  and  blend  us  with  the  duft, 
Had  he  not  dared  to  break  thro'  every  law 
That  fanctifies  the  nations ;  feized  our  hero, 
The  pledge  of  fpecious  treaty;  tore  him  from  us, 
And  fcd  him  chained  to  Denmark. 

AN». 
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AND.  Then  we  fell.— 
If  flill  he  lives,  we  yet  may  learn  to  rife  £ 
But  never  can  I  dare  to  reft  a  hope 
On  any  arm  but  his. 

ARN.  And  yet  I  truflr, 

This  ftranger  that  delights  to  dwell  with  darknefs* 
Unknown,    unfriended,     compaft     round     with 

wretchednefs, 

Conceals  fome  mighty  purpofe  in  his  bread* 
Now  labouring  into  birth. 
AND.  When  came  he  hither  ? 
ARN.  Six  moons  have  changed  upon  the  face  o£ 

night, 

Since  here  he  firlt  arrived,  in  fervile  weeds, 
But  yet  of  mien  majeftic.     1  obferved  him  ; 
And  ever,  as  I  gazed,  fome  namelefs  charm, 
A  wondrous  greatnefs  not  to  be  concealed, 
Broke  thro9  his  form,  and  awed  my  foul  before  him* 
Amid  thefe  mines  he  earns  the  hireling's  portion  5, 
His  hands  out-toil  the  hind,  while  on  his  brow 
Sits  patience,  bathed  in  the  laborious  drop 
Of  painful  induftry — I  oft  have  fought, 
With  friendly  tender  of  fome  worthier  fervice^ 
To  win  him  from  his  temper;  but  he  (buns 
All  offers,  yet  declined  with  graceful  aft, 
Engaging  beyond  utterance :  and  at  eve> 
When  all  retire  to  fome  domeftic  folace, 
He  only  ftays,  and,  as  you  fee,  the  earth 
Receives  him  to  her  dark  and  cheerlefs  bofom. 
AND.  Has  no  unwary  moment  e'er  betray'd 
The  labours  of  his  foul  -9  fome  favourite  grief, 
Whereon  to  raife  conjecture  ? 
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ARN.  I  faw,  as  fome  bold  peafants  late  deplored 
Their  country's  bondage,  fudden  palfion  feized 
Arid  bore  him  from  his  feeming.   Straight  his  fornsi 
Was  turn'd  to  terror  •,  ruin  fill'd  his  eye ; 
And  his  proud  flep  appeared  to  awe  the  world : 
When  check'd  as  thro*  an  impotence  of  rage, 
Damp  fadnefs  foon  ufurp'd  upon  his  brow, 
And  the  big  tear  roll'd  graceful  down  his  vifageV 

AND.  Your  words  imply  a  man  of  much  im* 
portance. 

ARN.  So  I  fufpedted;  and  at  dead  of  night 
Stole  on  his  (lumbers.     His  full  heart  was  bufy  ; 
And  oft  his  tongue  pronounced  the  hated  name 
Of — bloody   CRISTIERN  !— there   he    feem'd    tor 

paufe : 

And  recolle&ed  to  one  voice,  he  cried, 
O  Sweden  !  O  my  country !  Yet  I'll  fave  thee; 

AND.  Forbear — he  rifes — Heavens,   what  ma« 
jefty! 

SCENE     IL 

Enter  GUSTAVUS. 

AND.  Your  pardon,  ftranger,   if  the  voice  of 

virtue, 

If  cordial  amity  from  man  to  man, 
And  fome  what  that  fhould  whifper  to  the  foul, 
To  feek  and  chcar  the  fufferer,  led  me  hither 
Impatient  to  falute  thee.     Be  it  thine 
Alone  to  point  the  path  of  friendfhip  out; 

K\nd  my  bed  power  fhali  wait  upon  thy  fortunes, 
i  GUST. 
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GUST.  Yes,  generous  man!  there  is  a  woncU 

rous  teft, 

The  trueft,  worthieft,  nobleft  caufe  for  friendfhip ; 
Dearer  than  life,  than  intereft,  or  alliance, 
And  equal  to  your  virtues. 

AND.  Say — unfold. 

GUST.  Art  thou  a  foldier,  a  chief  lord  in  Sweden^ 
And  yet  a  ftranger  to  thy  country's  voice 
That  loudly  calls  the  hidden  patriot  forth  ? 
But  what's  a  foldier  ?  What's  a  lord  in  Sweden  ? 
All  worth  is  fled,  or  fallen — Nor  has  a  life 
Been  fpared,  but  for  dilhonour ;  fpared  to  breed 
More  (laves  for  Denmark,  to  beget  a  race 
Of  new-born  virgins  for  the  unfated  lull 
Of  our  new  mailers.     Sweden !  thou  art  no  more  f 
Queen  of  the  north  \  thy  land  of  liberty, 
Thy  houfe  of  heroes,  and  thy  feat  of  virtues, 
Is  now  the  tomb,  where  thy  brave  fons  lie  fpeech- 

lefs, 
And  foreign  fnakes  engender. 

AND.  O  'tis  true. 
But  wherefore  ?  To  what  purpofe  ?-»- 

GUST.  Think  of  Stockholm  ! 
When  CRISTIERN  feizcd  upon  the  hour  of  peace1/ 
Anddrench'd  the  hofpitable  floor  with  blood * 
Then  fell  the  flower  of  Sweden,  mighty  names  ! 
Her  hoary  fenators,  and  gafping  patriots. 
The  tyrant  fpoke,  and  his  licentious  band 
Of  blood-trained  miniftry  were  loofed  to  ruin* 
Invention  wanton'd  in  the  toil  of  infants 
Stabb'd  on  the  breaft,  or  reeking  on  the  points 
Of  fportive  javelins,     Hulbands,  fons,  and  fires, 

With 


GUSTAVUS    VASA.         145 

With  dying  ears  drank  in  the  loud  defpair 

Of  Ihrieking  chaftity.     The  wafte  of  war 

Was  peace  and  friendfhip  to  this  civil  maflacre. 

O. heaven  and  earth'   Is  there  a  caufe  for  this  ? 

For  fin  without  temptation,  calm,  cool  villainy, 

Deliberate  mifchief,  unimpafiioned  luft, 

And    fmiling    murder  ? — Lie    thou    there,    my 

foul  !— 

Sleep,  fleep  upon  it — image  not  the  form 
Of  any  dream  but  this,  'till  time  grows  pregnant, 
And  thou  canft  wake  to  vengeance. 

AND.  Thou  haft  greatly  moved  me.     Ha  !  thy 

tears  ftart  forth. 
Yes,  let  them  flow,   our  country's  fate  demands 

them  : 

I  too  will  mingle  mine,  while  yet  'tis  left  us 
To  weep  in  fecret,  and  to  figh  with  fafety. 
But  wherefore  talk  of  vengeance?  'Tis  a  word 
Should  be  engraven  on  the  new  fallen  fnow, 
Where  the  firil  beam  may  melt  it  from  obfervance. 
Vengeance  onCRisnERN? — Norway  and  the  Dane, 
The  fons  of  Sweden,  all  the  peopled  north 
Bend  at  his  nod  :  my  humbler  boaft  of  power 
Meant  not  to  cope  with  crowns. 

GUST.  Then  what  remains, 
Is  briefly  this — your  friendihip  has  my  thanks, 
But  muft  not  my  acceptance :  never — no — 
Firft  fink  thou  baleful  manfion  to  the  center, 
And  be  thy  darknefs  doubled  round  my  head  5 
'Ere  I  forfake  thee  for  the  blifs  of  Paradife, 
To  be  enjoyed  beneath  a  tyrant's  fcepter  ! 
No,  that  were  wilful  flavery — Freedom  is 

VOL.  II.  L  Tb<? 
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The  brilliant  gift  of  Heaven  -,  'tis  reafon's  felf, 
The  kin  of  Deity — I  will  not  part  wi't. 

AND.  Nor  I,  while  I  can  hold  it ;  but  alas ! 
That  is  not  in  our  choice. 

GUST.  Why  ? — where's  that  power .  whofc  en 
gines  are  of  force 

To  bend  the  brave  and  virtuous  man  toflavery  ? 
Bafe  fear,  the  lazinefs  of  luft,  grofs  appetites, 
Thefe  are  the  ladders,  and  the  groveling  footftool* 
From  whence  the  tyrant  rifes  on  our  wrongs, 
Secure  and  fcepter'd  in  the  foul's  fervility. 
He  has  debauch'd  the  genius  of  our  country  -, 
And  rides  triumphant,  while  her  captive  fons 
Await  his  nod,  the  filken  flaves  of  pleafure, 
Or  fetter'd  in  their  fears. 

AND.  I  apprehend  you  : 
No  doubt,  a  bafe  fubmiflion  to  our  wrongs 
May  well  be  term'd  a  voluntary  bondage. 
But  think,  the  heavy  hand  of  power  is  on  us ; 
Of  power,  from  whofe  imprifonment  and  chains 
Not  all  our  free-born  virtue  can  protect  us. 

GUST.  3Tis  there  you  err,  for  I  have  felt  their 

force  ; 

And  had  I  yielded  to  enlarge  tlide  limbs, 
Or  (hare  the  tyrant's  empire,  on  the  terms 
Which  he  propofed — I  were  a  flave  indeed. 
No — in  the  deep  and  deadly  damp  of  dungeons 
The  ibui  can  rear  her  fceptre,.fmile  in  anguim, 
And  triumph  o'er  oppreflion. 

AND.  O  glorious  ipirit !— -Think  not  I  am  flack 
To  reliih  what  thy  noble  icope  intends , 

But 
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But  then  the  means !  the  peril !  and  the  confequence ! 
Great  are  the  odds,  and  who  lhall  dare  the  trial  ? 

GUST.  I  dare.— 
O  wer't  thoujftill  that  gallant  chief 
Whom  once  I  knew  !  I  could  unfold  a  purpofe, 
Would  make  the  greatnefs  of  thy  heart  to  fwell, 
And  buril  in  the  conception, 

AND.  Give  it  utterance. 
Perhaps  there  lie  fome  embers  yet  in  Sweden* 
Which,  wakened  by   thy  breath,   might  rife  in 

flames, 
And  fpread  vindictive  round — You  fay  you  know 

me  j 

But  give  a  tongue  to  fuch  a  caufe  as  this, 
And  if  you  hold  me  tardy  in  the  call, 
You  know  me  not — But  thee  I  have  furely  known  j 
For  there  is  fomewhat  in  that  voice  and  form, 
Which  has  alarm'd  my  foul  to  recolle&ion  ; 
But  'tis  as  in  a  dream,  and  mocks  my  reach. 

GUST.  Then  name  the  man,  whom  it  is  death  to 

know, 
Or  knowing  to  conceal— and  I  am  he. 

AND.  GUSTAVUS! — Heavens!  'Tis  he!  'tis  he 
himfelf ! 

SCENE      III. 

Enter  ARVIDA,  Speaking  to  a  Servant. 

ARV.  I  thank  you,  friend,  he  is  here  ;  you  may 

retire. 
AND.  Good  morning  to  my  noble  gueft,  you  are 

early  1  [GUSTAVUS  walks  apart. 

I,  2  ARV- 
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ARV.  I  come  to  take  a  fhort  and  hafty  leave : 
'Tis  faid,  that  from  the  mountain's  neighbouring 

brow, 

The  canvas  of  a  thoufand  tents  appears, 
Whitening  the  vale — Suppofe  the  tyrant  there  ; 
You  know  my  fafety  lies  not  in  the  interview — 
Ha!  What  is  he,  who  in  the  fhreds  of  flavery 
Supports  a  (tep,  fuperior  to  the  ftate 
And  infolence  of  ermine  ? 
GUST.  Sure  that  voice, 

Was  once  the  voice  of  friendfhip  and  ARVIDA  ! 
ARV.  Ha!    Yes — 'tis  he! — ye   powers!   it  is 

GUSTAVUS. 

GUST.  Thou  brother  of  adoption!  in  the  bond 
Of  every  virtue  wedded  to  my  foul — 
Enter  my  heart,  it  is  thy  property. 

ARV.  I  am  loft  in  joy  and   wondrous  circum- 

ftance. 
GUST.  But,  wherefore,  my  ARVIDA,  wherefore 

is  it, 

That  in  a  place,  and  at  a  time  like  this, 
We  mould  thus  meet?  Can  CRisTiERNceafe  from 

cruelty  ? — 
Say,   whence  is  this,    my  brother?  How  efcaped 

you  ? 
Did  1  not  leave  thee  in  the  Danifh  dungeon  ? 

ARV.  Of  that  hereafter.  Let  me  view  thee  firft— 
How  graceful  is  the  garb  of  wretchednefs, 
When  worn  by  virtue  !  Fafhions  turn  to  folly; 
Their    colours    tarnim,    and  their  pomps   grow 

poor 
To  her  magnificence. 

GUST, 
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GUST.  Yes,  m 
Beyond  the  fweeping  of  the  proudefl  train 
That  (hades  a  monarch's  heel,  !  prize  theie  weeds, 
For  they  are  facred  to  my  country's  freedom. 
A  mighty  enterprize  has  been  conceived, 
And  thou  art  come  aufpicious  to  the  birth, 
As  fent  to  fix  the  feal  of  Heaven  upon  it.    , 

ARV,  Point  but  thy  purpofe  —  let    it    be    to 
bleed 

GUST.  Your  hands,  my  friends  ! 

ALL.  Our  hearts. 

GUST.  I  know  they  are  brave  — 
Of  fuch  the  time  has  need,  of  hearts  like  yours, 
Faithful  and  firm  ;  of  hands  inured  and  flrong  •, 
For  we  muft  ride  upon  the  neck  of  danger, 
And  plunge  into  a  purpofe  big  with  death. 

AND.  Here  let  us  kneel  and  bind  us  to  thy  fide. 
By  all  - 

GUST.  No,  hold  —  if  we  want  oaths  to  join  us, 
Swift  let  us  part,  from  pole  to  pole  afunder. 
A  caufe  like  ours  is  its  own  facrament  : 
Truth,  juftice,  reafon,  love,   and  liberty, 
The  eternal  links  that  clafp  the  world,  are  in  it  ; 
And  he,  who  breaks  their  fandtion,  breaks  all  law, 
And  infinite  connection. 

ARN.  True,  my  lord, 

AND.  And  fuch  the  force  1  feel. 

ARV.  And  1. 

ARN.  And  all. 

GUST.  Know  then,  that  'ere  our  royal  STENON 

fell, 
While  this  my  valiant  coufin  and  myfelf, 

L  3  By 
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By  chains  and  treachery,  lay  detained  in  Denmark, 
Upon  a  dark  and  unfufpected  hour, 
The  bloody  CRISTIERN  fought  to  take  my  head. 
Thanks  to  the  ruling  power,  within  whofe  eye 
Imbofom'd  ills  and  mighty  treafons  roll, 
Prevented  of  their  blacknefs ! — I  efcaped, 
Led  by  a  generous  arm,  and  fome  time  lay 
Conceal'd  in  Denmark :  for  my  forfeit  head 
Became  the  price  of  crowns  ;  each  port  and  path 
Was  fhut  againft  my  pafiage  •,  'till  I  heard 
(That  STENON,  valiant  STENON  fell  in  battle, 
And  freedom  was  no  more.     O  then,  what  bounds 
Had  power  to  hem  the  defperate  ?  I  o'erpaft  them, 
Travers'd  all  Sweden,  thro'  ten  thoufand  foes, 
Impending  perils,  and  furrounding  tongues 
That  from  himfelf  enquired  GUSTAVUS  out. 
Witnefs  my  country,  how  I  toil'd  to  wake 
Thy  fons  to  liberty  !   In  vain — for  fear, 
Cold  fear  had  feiz'd  on  all — Here  laft  I  came, 
And  (hut  me  from  the  fun,  whofe  hateful  beams 
Serv'd  but  to  fhew  the  ruins  of  my  country. 
"When  here,  my  friends,  'twas  here  at   length  I 

found, 

What  I  had  left  to  look  for,  gallant  fpirits, 
Jn  the  rough  form  of  untaught  peafantry. 

AND.  Indeed  they  once  were  brave :  our  Dalc- 

carlians 

Have  oft  been  known  to  give  a  law  to  kings ; 
And  as  their  only  wealth  has  been  their  liberty, 
From  all  the  unmeafured  gralpings  of  ambition 
Jlave  held  that  gem   untouch'd— tho*  now  'tis 

fear'd— 

GUST, 
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GUST.  It  is  not  fear'd — I  fay  they  (till  fhall 

hold  it. 
I  have  fearch'd  thefe  men,  and  find  them  like  the 

foil, 

Barren  without,  and  to  the  eye  unlovely; 
But  they  have  their  mines  within  ^  and  this  the  day 
In  which  I  mean  to  prove  them. 

ARN.  O  GUSTAVUS  ! 

Moft  aptly  haft  thou  caught  the  pafiing  hour, 
Upon  whofe  critical  and  fated  hinge 
The  Hate  of  Sweden  turns. 

GUST.  And  to  this  hour 

I  have  therefore  held  me  in  this  darkfome  womb, 
That  fends  me  forth  as  to  a  fecond  birth 
Of  freedom,  or  thro'  death  to  reach  eternity. 
This  day  return'd  with  every  circling  year, 
In  thousands  pours  the  mountain  peaiants  forth, 
Each  with  his  batter'd  arms  and  rufty  helm, 
In  fportive  difcipline  well  train'd,  and  prompt 
Againft  the  day  of  peril — thus  difguifed, 
Already  have  I  ftirr'd  their  latent  fparks 
Of  (lumbering  virtue,  apt  as  I  could  wifh 
To  warm  before  the  lighted  breath  of  liberty. 

ARN.  How  will  they  kindle,  when  confeft  to 

view 
Once  more  their  loved  GUSTAVUS  Hands   before 

them, 
And  pours  his  blaze  of  virtues  on  their  fouls. 

ARV.  It  cannot  fail, 

AND.  It  has  a  glorious  afpect. 

ARV.  Now,  Sweden !  rife  and  re-aflert  thy  rights, 
Or  be  for  ever  fallen. 

L  4  AND. 
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AND.  Then  be  it  fo. 

ARN.  Lead  on,  thou  arm  of  war, 
To  death  or  viftory. 

GUST.  Let  us  embrace. — 

Why  thus,  my  friends,  thus  jqin'd  in  fuch  a  caufe, 
Are  we  not  equal  to  a  hod  of  flaves  ! 
You  fay  the  foe's  at  hand — why  let  him  come  ; 
Steep  are  our  hills  nor  eafy  of  accefs, 
And  few  the  hours  we  afk  for  his  reception. 
For  I  will  take  thefe  ruftic  fons  of  liberty 
In  the  firft  warmth  and  hurry  of  their  fouls  $ 
And  fliould  the  tyrant  then  attempt  our  heights, 
He  comes  upon  his  fate — Arife,  thou  fun  ! 
Hade,  hade  to  rouze  thee  to  the  call  of  liberty, 
That  fhall  once  more  falute  thy  morning  beam, 
And  hail  thee  to  thy  fetting. 

ARN.  O  blefc'd  voice! 

Prolong  that  note  but  one  fhort  day  thro'  Sweden, 
And  tho'  the  fun  and  life  fhould  fee  together, 
It  matters  not — we  (hall  have  lived  that  day. 

ARV.  Were  it  not  worth  the  hazard  of  a  life 
To  know  if  CRISTIERN  leads  his  powers  in  perfon., 
And  what  his  fcope  intends?  Be  mine  that  tafkj 
Even  to  the  tyrant's  tent  111  win  my  way,    - 
And  mingle  with  his  councils. 

GUST.  Go,  my  friend— 
Dear  as  thou  art,  whene'er  our  country  calls, 
Friends,  fons,  and  fires,  mould  yield  their  treafureup, 
Nor  own  a  fenfe  beyond  the  public  fafety. 
But  tell  me,  my  ARVIDA,  'ere  thou  goeft, 
Tell  me  what  hand  has  made  thy  friend  its  debtor, 
given  thee  up  to  freedom  and  GUSTAVUS  ? 

ARV, 
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ARV.  Ha!  let  me  think  of  that — 'tis  fure  (he 
loves  him !  [Afide. 

Away  thou  fkance  and  jaundice  eye  of  jealoufy, 
That  tempts  my  foul  to  iicken  at  perfection  j 
Away  !  I  will  unfold  it — To  thyfelf 
A R vi DA  owes  his  freedom. 

GUST.  How,  my  friend  ? 

ARV.  Some  months  are  pad  fince  in  the  Danifh 

dungeon, 

With  care  emaciate,  and  unwholefome  damps, 
Sickening  I  lay,  chained  to  my  flinty  bed, 
And  called  on  death  to  eafe  me — ftraight  a  light 
Shone  round,  as  when  the  miniftry  of  Heaven 
Defcends  to  kneeling  faints.     But  O !  the  form 
That  poured  upon  my  fight — Ye  angels,  fpeak! 
For  ye  alone  are  like  her,  or  prefent 
Such  vifions  pictured  to  the  nightly  eye 
Of  fancy  tranced  in  blifs.     She  then  approach'd, 
The  foftcft  pattern  of  embodied  meeknefsj 
For  «pity  had  divinely  touch'd  her  eye, 
And  harmonized  her  motions — "  Ah,"  fhe  cried, 
«c  Unhappy  ftranger  !  art  not  thou  the  man 
"  Whofe  virtues  have  endear'd  thee  to  GUSTAVUS  ?" 

GUST.  GUSTAVUS,  did  fhe  fay  ? 

ARV.  Yes,  yes;  her  lips 

Breathed  forth  that  name  with  a  peculiar  fweetnefs. 
Loos'd  from  my  bonds,  I  rofe  at  her  command  ; 
When,  fcarce  recovering  fpeech,  I  would  have 

kneel'd— 
But,  "  Hade  thee,  hade  thee  for  thy  life !"  fhe 

cried  ; 
*;  And  O,  if  e'er  thy  envied  eyes  behold 

"  Thy 
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"  Thy  loved  GUSTAVUS — fay,  a  gentle  foe 
"  Has  given  thee  to  his  friendfhip." 

GUST.  You   have  much  amazed  me ! — Is  her 
name  a  fecret? 

ARV.  To  me  it  is — but  yon,  perhaps,  may  guefs. 

GUST.  No,  on  my  word. 

ARV.  You  too  had  your  deliverer. 

GUST.  A  kind,  but  not  a  fair  one— Well,  my 

friends  ! 

Our  caufe  is  ripe,  and  calls  us  forth  to  acYion.— 
Tread  ye  not  lighter  ?  Swells  not  every  breaft 
With  ampler  fcope  to  take  your  country  in, 
And  breathe  the  caufe  of  virtue?  Rife,  ye  Swedes ! 
Rife  greatly  equal  to  this  hour's  importance. 
On  us  the  eyes  of  future  ages  wait, 
And  this  day's  arm  ftrikes  forth  decifive  fate  \ 
This  day,  that  fhall  for  ever  fink,  or  fave  j 
And  make  each  Swede,  a  monarch,  or  a  flave. 


END    OF    THE    FIRST    ACT. 
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ACT       II. 

SCENE    THE    CAMP. 

Enter    CRISTIERN,    Attendants,    &c.     TROLLIO 
meets  him. 

TROLL.     A   LL  hail,  mod  mighty  of  the  thrones 

/\.         of  Europe  ! 

The  morn  falutes  thee  with  aufpicions  brightnefsv 
No  vapour  frowns  prophetic  on  her  brow, 
But  the  clear  fun,  who  travels  with  thy  arms, 
Still  fmiles,  attendant  on  thy  growing  greatnefs: 
His  evening  eye  (hall  fee  thee  peaceful  lord 
Of  all  the  North,  of  utmoft  Scandinavia; 
Whence  thou  may'ft  pour  thy  conquells  o'er  the 

earth, 

'Till  fartheft  India  glows  beneath  thy  empire, 
And  Lybia  knows  no  regal  name  but  yours. 

CRIST.  Yes,  TROLLIO,    I  confefs   the  godlike 

thirft, 

Ambition,  that  would  drink  a  fea  of  glory. 
But  what  from  Dalecarlia  ? 
TROLL.  Late  laft  night, 
I  fent  a  trufty  (lave  to  PETERSON, 
And  hourly  wait  fome  tidings. 
CRIST.  Think  you  ? — Sure, 
The  wretches  will  not  dare  fuch  quick  perdition. 

TROLL, 
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TROLL,  I  think  they  will  not — Tho'  of  old  I 

know  them, 

All  born  to  broils,  the  very  fons  of  tumult : 
Wafte  is  their  wealth,  and  mutiny  their  birthright; 
And  this  the  yearly  fever  of  their  blood, 
Their  holiday  of  war;  a  day  apart, 
Torn  out  from  peace,  and  iacred  to  rebellion. 
Oft  has  their  bactle  hung  upon  the  brow 
Of  yon  wild  ftev'p,  a  living  cloud  of  mifchiefs, 
Pregnant  with  plagues,  and  emptied  on  the  heads 
Of  many  a  monarch. 

CRIST.  Monarchs  they  were  not ; 
Pageants  of  wax,  the  mouldings  of  the  populace, 
Tame  paultry  idols,  fcepter'd  up  for  (hew, 
And  garnifti'd  into  royalty  ! — No,  TROLLIO; 
Kings  mould  be  felt,  if  they  would  find  obedience. 
The  bead  has  fenle  enough  to  know  his  rider  : 
When  the  knee  trembles,  and  the  hand  grows  flack, 
He  cafts  for  liberty ;  but  bends  and  turns 
For  him,  that  leaps  with  boldnefs  on  his  back, 
And  fpurs  him  to  the  bit, 

SCENE       II. 

Enter  a  GENTLEMAN  USHER,  and  feveral  PEA<- 
SANTS,  who  kneel  and  bow  at  a  diftance. 

CRIST.  What  (laves  are  thofe  ? 

GENT.  My  gracious  liege,  your  fubjedls. 

CRIST.  Whence? 

GENT.  Of  Sweden. 

From  Angermannia,  from  Helfingia  fome, 
Some  from  Gemtian,  and  Nerician  provinces. 

CRIST. 
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CRIST.  Their  bufmefs. 
GFNT,  They  come  to  fpeak  their  griefs. 
CRIST.  Their  griefs?  their  infolence  ! 
Is  not  the  camel  mute  beneath  his  burden  ? 
Were  they   not  born  to  bear?    Away! — Hold! 

come, 
What  would  thefe  murmurers  ? 

GENT.  Moit  royal  CRISTIERN. 
They  fay  they  have  but  one — one  gracious  king, 
And  yet  are  bow'd  beneath  a  hoft  of  tyrants, 
Talk-mailers,  foldicrs,  gatherers  of  fubfidies,    . 
All  officers  of  rapine,  rape,  and  murder ; 
Will-doing  potentates,  the  lords  of  licence, 
Who  weigh  their  fweat  and  blood,  and  heavier 

fhame, 

Even  as  a  feather  puff'd  away  in  fport, 
The  paftime  of  a  gale. 

CRIST.  I'll  hear  no  more  — 
I  know  ye,  well  I  know  ye,  ye  bafe  fupplicants  ! 
Fear  is  the  only  worfhip  of  your  fouls  •, 
And  ever  where  ye  hate,  ye  yield  obeyfance. 
Wretches !  Shall  I  go  poring  on  the  earth, 
Left  my  imperial  foot  fhould  tread  on  emmets  ? 
Is  it  for  you  I  muft  controul  my  foldier, 
And  coop  my  eagles  from  their  carrion  ?  No — 
Are  ye  not  commoners,  vile  things  in  nature, 
Poor  pricelefs  peafants  ? — Slaves  can  know  no  pro 
perty. 
Out  of  my  fight !  [Exeunt  Peafanti. 


SCENE 
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SCENE      III. 

Enter  ARVIDA  guarded,  and  a  GENTLEMAN. 

ARV.  Now  fate  I  am  caught,  and  what  remains 
is  obvious. 

GENT.  A  prifoner,  my  dread  lord. 

CRIST.  When  taken  ? 
'  GENT.  Now,  even  here,  before  your  tent," 
I  mark'd  his  carelefs  a6tion,  but  his  eye 
Of  fludied  obfervation — then  his  port 
And  bafe  attire  ill  fuiting — I  enquired, 
But  found  he  was  a  ftranger. 

CRIST.  Ha !  obferve 
(Damn'd  affectation)  what  a  fullen  fcorn 
Knits  up  his  brow,  and  frowns  upon  ourprefence. 
What — ay — thou  wouldil  be  thought  a  myftery  ; 
Some    greatnefs  in  eclipfe! — Whence   art   thou, 

flave  ? — 

Silent !  Nay,  then — bring  forth  the  torture  there  — 
A  fmilel  Damnation! — How  the  wretch  affumes 
The  wreck  of  ftate,  the  fuffering  foul  of  majefly ! 
What  have  we  no  pre-eminence,  no  claim  ? 
Doft  thou  not  know  thy  life  is  in  our  power  ? 

ARV.  *Tis  therefore  I  defpife  it. 

CRIST.  Matchlefs  infolence! 
What  art  thou?  Speak  ! 

ARV.  Be  fure  no  friend  to  thee  ^ 
For  I  am  a  foe  to  tyrants. 

CRIST.  Fiends  and  fire  !— 

A  whirlwind  tear  thee,  moft  audacious  traitor  ! 

ARV, 
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ARV.  Do,  rage  and  chafe,  thy  wrath's  beneath 

me,  CRISTIFRN. 

How  poor  thy  power,  how  empty  is  thy  happinefs, 
When  fuch  a  wretch,  as  I  appear  to  be, 
Can  ride  thy  temper,  harrow  up  thy  form, 
And  ftretch  thy  foul  upon  the  rack  of  paffton ! 
CRIST.  I'll  know  thee — I  will  know  thee!  Bear 

him  hence ! 

Why,  what  are  kings,  if  (laves  can  brave  us  thus  ? 
Go,  TROLL  10,  hold  him  to  the  rack — tear,  fearch 

him, 

Prove  him  thro'  every  poignance,  (ling  him  deep. 
[Exit  TROLLiowith  ARVIDA  guarded. 

SCENE       IV. 

Enter  a  MESSENGER  in  Hafte. 

CRIST.  What  would'ft  thou,  fellow? 

MESS.  O  my  fovereign  lord, 
I  am  come  fad  and  far,  from  even  'till  morn  : 
Five  times  I  have  croft  the  made  of  fleeplefs  night, 
Impatient  of  thy  prefence. 

CRIST.  Whence? 

MESS.  From  Denmark; 
Commended  from  the  confort  of  thy  throne 
To  fpeed  and  privacy. 

CRIST.  Your  words  would  tafte    of    terror- 
Wretch  fpeak  out, 

Nor  dare  to  tremble  here — For  didft  thou  bear 
Thy  tidings  from  a  thoufand  leagues  around, 

3  Unmoved, 
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Unmoved,  I  move  the'whole,  the  centering  nave, 
Where    turns    that    mighty    circle — Speak    thy 
mefiage. 

MESS,  A  fecret  malady,  my  gracious  liege, 
Some  factious  vapour,  rifen  from  off  the  fkirts 
Of  fouthmoft  Norway,  has  diffufed  its  bane, 
And  rages  now  within  the  heart  of  Denmark. 

CRIST.  It  muft  not,  cannot,  'tis  impoffible  ! 
What,  my  own  Danes  ?  Nay,  then  the  world  wants 

weeding. 

I  will  not  bear  it — Hell !  I  had  rather  fee 
This  earth  a  defart,  defolate  and  wild, 
And  like  the  lion  ftalk  my  lonely  round, 
Famifh'd  and  roaring  for  my  prey — Call  TROLLIO— • 
I'll  have  men  ftudied,  deeply  read  in  mifchiefs. 


SCENE      V. 

Enter  a  SERVANT,  who  kneels  and    delivers  a 
Letter. 

CRIST.  From  whom  ? 

SERV.  From  PETERSON. 

CRIST.  "  To  TROLLIO" Right.          [Reads. 

How's  this Be  gone— 
Go  aii without  there wait  my  pleafure. 

O  curfe !  How  hell  has  timed  its  plagues ! 


SCENE 
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SCENE      VI. 

Enter  TROLLIO. 

CRIST.  Come  near,  my  TROLLIO. 
We  have  heard  ill  news  from  Denmark — that's  a 

trifle 

But  here's  to  blaft  thy  eyes ! — Read— — 

TROLL.  Ha!  GUSTAVUS! 
So  near  us,  and  in  arms ! 

CRIST.  What's  to  be  done  ? — Now,  TROLLIO, 

now's  the  time 

To  fubtilize  thy  foul,  found  every  depth, 
And  waken  all  the  wondrous  ftatefman  in  thee. 
For  I  muft  tell  thee  (fpite  of  pride  and  royalty, 
Of  guarding  armies,  and  of  circling  nations 
That  bend  beneath  my  nod)  this  curs'd  GUSTAVUS 
Invades  my  fhrinking  fpirits,  awes  my  heart, 
And  fits  upon  my  (lumbers — All  in  vain 
Has  he  been  daring,  and  have  I  been  vigilant ; 
Spite  of  himfelf  he  (till  evades  the  hunter, 
And  if  there's  power  in  heaven  or  hell  it  guards 

him. 

When  was  I  vanquilh'd,  but  when  he  oppofed  me? 
When  have  I  conquer'd,  but  when  he  was  abfent  ? 
His  name's  a  hod,  a  terror  to  my  legions : 
And  by  my  tripled  crown,  I  fwear,  GUSTAVUS, 
I  had  rather  meet  all  Europe  for  my  foe, 
Than  fee  thy  face  in  arms ! 

TROLL.  Be  calm,  my  liege, 
And  liften  to  a  fecret  big  with  confequence ; 

VOL.  II.  M  That 
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That  gives  thee  back  the  fecond  man  on  earth, 
Whofe  valour  could  plant  fears  around  thy  throne: 
Thy  prifoner — 

CRIST.  What  of  him? 

TROLL.  Is  the  prince  ARVIDA— 

CRIST.  How  ! 

TROLL.  The  fame. 

CRIST.  My  royal  fugitive  ? 
"  TROLL.  Moft  certain. 

CRIST.  Now  then  'tis  plain  who  fent  him  hither. 

TROLL,  Yes. 
Pray  give  me  leave,  my  lord— a  thought  comes 

crofs  me — 

If  fo,  he  muft  be  ours —  [Paufes. 

Your  pardon  for  a  queftion — Has  ARVIDA 
E'er  feen  your  beauteous  daughter,  yourCaisTiNA  ? 

CRIST.    Never — yes — poflibly    he   might   that 

day, 

When  the  proud  pair,  GUSTAVUS  and  ARVIDA, 
Thro5  Copenhagen  drew  a  length  of  chain, 
And  graced   my   chariot   wheels — But   why   the 
queftion  ? 

TROLL.  I'll  tell  you — while  even  now  he  flood 

before  us, 

I  mark'd  his  high  demeanor  •,  and  my  eye 
Claim'd  fome  remembrance  of  him,  tho'  in  clouds 
Doubtful  and  diftant;  but  a  nearer  view 
Renew'd  the  characters  effaced  by  abfence. 
Yet,  left  he  might  prefume  upon  a  friendfhip 
Of  ancient  league  between  us,  I  diflembled, 
Nor  feem'd  to  know  him — On  he  proudly  ftrode ; 
Aswhofhould  fay,  back  Fortune,  know  thy  diftance! 
i  \  Thus 
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Thus  Readily  he  pad,  and  mock'd  his  fate. 
When,  la!  the  princcfs  to  her  morning  walk 
Came  forth  attended — quick  amazement  feizM 
ARVIDA  at  the  fight  •,  his  fteps  took  root ; 
A  tremor  fliook  him;  and  his  altering  cheek 
Now  fudden  flufh'd,  then  fled  its  wonted  colour ; 
While  with  an  eager  and  intemperate  look 
He  bent  his  form,  and  hung  upon  her  beauties. 

CRIST.  Ha!  Did  our  daughter  note  him  ? 

TROLL.   No,  my  lord ; 
She  pad  regardlefs — Straight  his  pride  fell  from 

him, 

And  at  her  name  he  darted : 
Then  heaved  a  figh,  and  call  a  look  to  Heaven, 
Of  fuch  a  mute,  yet  eloquent  emotion, 
As  feem'd  to  fay,  now  fate  thou  haft  prevaii'd, 
And  found  one  way  to  triumph  o'er  ARVIDA  ! 

CRIST.  But  whither  would  this  lead  ? 

TROLL.  Lift,  lift,  my  lord! 
While  thus  his  foul's  unfeated,  fhook  by  pafilon, 
Could  we  engage  him  to  betray  GUSTAVUS — 

CRIST.  O  empty  hope — impoiTible,myTROLLio. 
Do  I  not  know  him,  and  the  curs'd  GUSTAVUS  ? 
Both  fix'd  in  refolution  deep  as  hell, 
And  proud  as  high  Olympos ! 

TROLL.  Ah,  my  liege, 
No  mortal  footing  treads  fo  firm  in  virtue, 
As  always  to  abide  the  flippery  path, 
Nor  deviate  with  the  bias — Some  .have  few, 
But  each  man  has  his  failing,  fome  defect 
Wherein  to  Hide  temptation — Leave  him  to  me. 

M  2  CRIST. 
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C  R  IST.  I  know  thou  haft  a  ferpendzing  genius, 
Can'ft  wind  the  fubtleft  mazes  of  the  foul, 
And  trace  her  wanderings  to  the  fource  of  action. 
If  thou  canft  bend  this  proud  one  to  our  purpofe, 
And  make  the  lion  crouch,  'tis  well — if  not, 
Away  at  once,  and  fweep  him  from  remembrance. 

TROLL.  Then  I  muft  promife  deep. 

CRIST.  Ay,  any  thing  •,  out-bid  ambition. 

TROLL.  Love? 

CRIST.    Ha!    Yes — our  daughter   too — if  fhe 

can  bribe  him  : 
But  then  to  win  him  to  betray  his  friend  ? 

TROLL.  O  doubt  it  not,  my  lord — for  if  he 

loves, 

As  fure  he  greatly  does,  I  have  a  ftratagem 
That  holds  the  certainty  of  fate  within  it. 
Love  is  a  paflion  whofe  effects  are  various ; 
It  ever  brings  fome  change  upon  the  foul ; 
Some  virtue,  or  fome  vice,  'till  then  unknown, 
Degrades  the  hero,  and  makes  cowards  valiant. 

CRIST.  True,  when  it  pours  upon  a  youthful 

temper, 

Open  and  apt  to  take  the  torrent  in  ; 
It  owns  no  limits,  no  reftraint  it  knows, 
But  fweeps  all  down  tho*  heaven  and  hell  oppofe  j 
Even  virtue  rears  in  vain  her  facred  mound, 
Razed  in  its  rage,  or  in  its  fwellings  drown'd. 

[Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE      VII. 

Opens  and  difcovers  ARVIDA  in  chains,  guards 
preparing  inftruments  of  death  and  torture. 
He  advances  in  confufion. 

ARV.  Off,  off,    vain  cumbrance,    ye  conflict 

ing  thoughts  ! 

Leave  me  to  Heaven.    O  peace  !  —  It  will  not  be— 
Juft  when  I  rofe  above  mortality, 
To  pourher  wondrous  weight  of  charms  upon  me— 
At  fuch  a  time  —  it  was,  it  was  too  much  !  — 
To  pluck  the  foaring  pinion  of  my  foul, 
While  eagle-eyed  fhe  held  her  flight  to  Heaven, 
O'er  pain  and  death  triumphant  !  Help  ye  faints, 
Angelic  minifters  defcend,  defcend, 
And  lift  metomyfelf!  hold,  bind  my  heart 
Firm  and  unfhaken  in  the  approaching  ruin, 
The  wreck  of  earth-born  frailty  !  And  O  Heaven! 
For  every  pang  thefe  tortured  limbs  fhall  feel, 
Defcend  in  ten-fold  blefiings  on  GUSTAVUS  ! 
Yes,  blefs  him,  blefs  him  !  Crown  his  hours  with 


His  head  with  glory,  and  his  arms  with  conqueft  -, 
Set  his  firm  foot  upon  the  neck  of  tyrants, 
And  be  his  name  the  balm  of  every  lip 
That  breathes  thro'  Sweden  !  —  worthieft  to  be  filled 
Their  friend,  their  chief,  their  father,  and  their 
king  ! 


M  3  SCENE 
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SCENE      VIII. 

Enter  TROLLIO. 

TROLL.  Unbind  your  prifoner. 

ARV.  How  ? 

TROLL.  You  have  your  liberty, 
And  may  depart  unqueftion'd. 

ARV.  Do  not  mock  me — 
It  is  not  to  be  thought,  while  power  remains, 
That  CRISTIERN  wants  a  reafon  to  be  cruel. 
But  let  him  know  I  would  not  be  obliged: 
He  who  accepts  the  favours  of  a  tyrant, 
Shares  in  his  guilt ;  they  leave  a  ftain  behind  them. 

TROLL.  You  wrong  the   native  temper  of  his. 

foul  -, 

Cruel  of  force,  but  never  of  election. 
Prudence  compell'd  him  to  a  mew  of  tyranny  : 
Howe'er  thefe  politicks  are  now  no  more, 
And  mercy  in  her  turn  lhall  mine  on  Sweden. 

ARV.  Indeed!— It  were  a  ftrange,  a  bleft  reverfe, 
Devoutly  to  be  wifh'd  ;  but  then  the  caufe, 
The  caufe,  my  lord,  muft  furdy  be  uncommon. 
May  I  preiume  ? — 
Perhaps  a  fecret. 

TROLL.  No — or  if  it  were, 
The  boldnefs  of  thy  fpirit  claims  refpecli, 
And  mould  be  anfwer'd.     Know,  the  only  man, 
In  whom  our  monarch  ever  knew  repulfe, 
Is  now  our  friend  ;  that  terror  of  the  field, 
The  invincible  GUSTAVUS. 

ARV. 
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ARV.  Ha!  Friend  to  CRISTIERN?  Guard  thy- 
felf  my  heart !  [Afide. 

Norfeem  to  take  alarm-~Why,  good  rriy  lord, 
What  terror  is  there  in  a  wretch  profcribed, 
Naked  of  means,  and  diftantas  GUSTAVUS  ? 

TROLL.  There  you  miftake — Nor  knew  we  till 

this  hour 

The  danger  was  fo  near — Frdm  yonder  hill 
He  fends  propofals,  back'd  with  all  the  powers 
Of  Dalecarlia,  thofe  licentious  refolutes, 
Who,  having  nought  to  hazard  in  the  wreck, 
Are  ever  foremoft  to  foment  a  flornn. 

ARV.  I  were  too  bold  to  queftiofi  on  the  terms. 

TROLL.  No — truft   me,    valiant  man,   whoe'er 

thou  art, 

I  would  do  much  to  win  a  worth  like  thine, 
By  any  adl  of  fervice,  or  of  confidence. 
The  terms  GUSTAVUS  claims,  indeed,  are  haughty; 
The  freedom  of  his  mother  and  his  fifter  -9 
His  forfeit  province,  Gothland,  and  the  ifles, 
Submitted  to  his  fcepter — But  the  league, 
The  bond  of  amity,  and  lafting  friendship, 
Is,  that  he  claims  CRISTINA  for  his  bride. 
You  ftart,  and  feem  furprized. 

ARV.  A  fudden  pain 

Jnft  ftruck  athwart  my  breaft— But  fay,  my  lord, 
I  thought  you  named  CRISTINA. 

TROLL.  Yes. 

ARV.  O  torture!  [Afide. 

What  of  her,  my  good  lord? 

TROLL.  Ifaid,  GUSTAVUS  claimed   her  for  his 
bride. 

M  4  ARV. 
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ARV.  His  bride!  his  wife  ! 

You  did    not   mean  his  wife!  —  Do    fiends    feel 
— 


[Afide. 
Down,  heart,  nor  tell    thy    anggifh  !  —  Pray  ex- 

cufe  me  ; 

Did  you  not  fay,  the  princefs  was  his  wife  ? 
Whofe  wife,  my  lord  ? 

TROLL.  I    did    not    fay    what  was,    but  what 

muft  be. 

ARV.  Touching  GUSTAVUS,  was  it  not? 
TROLL.  The  fame. 
ARV.  His  bride  ! 
TROLL.  I   fay   his   bride,  his  wife  j  his   loved 

CRJSTINA  !— 

CRISTINA,  fancied  in  the  very  prime 
And  youthful  fmile  of  nature;  form'd  for  joys 
Unknown  to  mortals.     You  feem  indifpofed. 
ARV.  The  crime  of  conftitution  —  -O  GUSTAVUS  \ 

[Afide, 

This   is  too  much  !  —  And  think   you  then,  my 

lord  — 

What,  will  the  royal  CRIST  IERN  e'er  confent 
To  match  his  daughter  with  his  deadlieft  foe  ? 
TROLL.  What  fhould  he  do  ?  War  elfe  muft  bq 

eternal. 

Befides,  fome  rumours  from  his  Danifli  realms 
Make  peace  efTential  here. 

ARV.  Yes  —peace  has  fweets, 
That  Hybla  never  knew  -,  it  fleeps  on  down, 
Cull'd  gently  from  beneath  the  cherub's  wing- 
No  bed  for  mortals  !—  Man  is  warfare  —  all 
A  hurricane  within  ;  yet  friendlhip  ftoops, 

And 
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And  gilds  the  gloom  with  falfehood— fmiles  and 

varnifh ! 

For  ftill  the  ftorm  grows  high-,  and  then  no  fliore, 
No  rock  to  fplit  on  !  It  were  a  kind  perdition 
To  fink  ten  thoufand  fathom  at  a  plunge, 
And  fatten  on  oblivion — there  we  hold, 

And  all  is [Faints. 

TROLL.  Help,   bear  him   up.— O  potency  of 

love ! 

That  plucks  this  noble  fabrick  from  his  bafe. — 
Bend,  bend  him  forward — He  revives — How  fare 

you? 
ARV.  I   know  not — yet  a  dagger  were   mod 

friendly. 

Return  me,  TROLLIO,  O  return  me  back 
To  death,  to  racks  ! — Undone,  undone  ARVIDA  ! 
TROLL.   Is   it  poflible  ? — my   lord,  the  prince 

ARVIDA  ! 

My  friend  !  [Embraces  him. 

ARV.  Confufion  to  the  name  !  [Turns. 

TROLL.  Why  this,  good  Heaven  ?  And  where 
fore  thus  difguifed? 
ARV.  Yes,  that  accomplifh'd  traitor,  that  Gus- 

TAVUS, 
While  he  fat  planning  private  fcenes  of  happi- 

nefs — 

O  well  dififembled  !— he,  he  fent  me  hither  •, 
My  friendly,  unfufpecting  heart  a  facrifice, 
To  make  death  lure,  and  rid  him  of  a  rival. 
TROLL.  A  rival!  Do  you  then  love  CRISTINA  ? 
ARV.  Name  her  not,  TROLLIO— fince  me  can't 
be  mine. 

GUSTAVUS  ! 
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GUSTAVUS  !  how,  ah  !  how  haft  thou  deceiv'd  me ! 

Who  could  have  look'd  for  falfehood  from  thy 
•bro-w, 

Whofe  heavenly  arch  was  as  the  throne  of  virtue  ? 

Thy  eye  appear'd  a  fun  to  chear  the  world, 

Thy  bofom  truth's  fair  palace,  and  thy  arms, 

Benevolent,  the  harbour  for  mankind !  .... 

TROLL.  What's  to  be  done  ? — Believe  me,  va 
liant  prince, 

I  know  not  which  mod  fways  me  to  thy  interefts, 

My  love  to  thee,  or  hatred  to  GUSTAVUS. 

ARV.  Would  you  then  fave  me  ?  Think,  con 
trive  it  quickly  ! 

Lend   me   your   troops— by   all   the   powers    of 
vengeance, 

Myfelf  will  face  this  terror  of  the  North, 

This  fon  of  fame — this — O  GUSTAVUS — What? 

Where    had    I    wander'd  ?— Stab    my    bleeding 
country  ! 

Save,  fhield  me  from  that  thought. 
TROLL.  Retire,  my  lord; 

For  fee,  the  princefs  comes. 

ARV.  Where,  TROLLIO,  where  ? — 

Ha !  Yes,  me  comes  indeed  !  her  beauties  drive 

Time,  place,  and  truth,  and  circumftance  before 
them ! 

Perdition  pleafes  there — pull — tear  me  from  her ! 

Yet  muft  I  gaze — but  one — but  one  look  more, 

And  I  were  loft  for  ever.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE      IX. 

Enter  CRISTINA,  MARIANA,  and  Attendants. 

CRISTINA.  Forbid  it  fhame !  Forbid  it  virgia 

modefly ! — 

No,  no,  my  friend,  GUSTAVUS  ne'er  fhallknowit. 
O  I  am  over-paid  with  confcious  pleafure ; 
The  fenfe  but  to  have  faved  that  wondrous  man, 
Is  ftill  a  fmiling  cherub  in  my  bread, 
And  whifpers  peace  within. 

MAR.  'Tis  ftrange  a  man,  of  his  high  note  and 

confequence, 

Should  fo  evade  the  bufy  fearch  of  thoufands  ; 
That  fix  long  months  have  fhut  him  from  enquiry, 
And  not  an  eye  can  trace  him  to  his  covert. 

CRISTINA.  Cnce  'twas  not  fo;  each  infant  lifp'd, 

GUSTAVUS  ! 

It  was  the  favourite  name  of  every  language. 
His  flighted  motions  fill'd  the  world  with  tidings: 
Wak'd  he,  or  flept,  fame  watch'd  the  important 

hour, 
And  nations  told  it  round. 

MAR.  I  have  heard,  my  princefs, 
What  time  GUSTAVUS  lay  detain'd  in  Denmark, 
Your  royal  father  fought  the  hero's  friendfhip, 
And  offer'd  ample  terms  of  peace  and  amity. 
CRJSTINA.  He  did  j  he  offer'd  that,  my  MA 
RIANA, 

For  which  contending  monarchs  fued  in  vain — 
He  offer'd  me,  his  darling,  his  CRISTINA: 

But 
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But  I  was  flighted,  flighted  by  a  captive, 
Tho'  kingdoms  fwell'd  my  dower. 

MAR.  Amazement  fix  me, 
Reje&ed  by  GUSTAVUS  ! 

CRISTINA.  Yes,  MARIANA — butreje&ed nobly. 
Not  worlds  could  win  him  to  betray  his  country  ! 
Had  he  confented,  I  had  then  defpifed  him. 
What's  all  the  gaudy  glitter  of  a  crown  ? 
What,  but  the  glaring  meteor  of  ambition, 
That  leads  a  wretch  benighted  in  his  errors, 
Points  to  the  gulph,  and  mines  upon  deftru&ion. 
MAR.  You  wrong  your  charms,  whofe  power 

.  might  reconcile 

Things  oppofite  in  nature — Had  he  feen  you  ! — 
CRISTINA.    He   has,    my    MARIANA,    he   has 

feen  me. 

I'll  tell  thee — Yet  while  inexpert  of  years, 
I  heard  of  bloody  fpoils,  the  wafte  of  war, 
And  dire  conflicting  man,  GUSTAVUS'  name 
Superior  rofe,  flill  dreadful  in  the  tale: 
Then  firit  he  feiz'd  my  infancy  of  foul, 
As  fomewhat  fabled  of  gigantic  fiercenefs, 
Too  huge  for  any  form ;  he  feared  my  fleep, 
And  filFd  my  young  idea.     Not  the  boaft 
Of  all  his  virtues,  graces  only  known 
To  him,  and  heavenly  natures  !  could  erafe 
The  (Irong  imprefllon  ;  'till  that  wondrous  day 
In  which  he  met  my  eyes      But  O,  O  Heaven  ! 
O  love,  and  all  ye  cordial  powers  of  pafllon  ! 
What  then  was  my  amazement?  He  was  chain'd, 
Was  chain'd,  my  MARIANA!  Like  the  robes 
Of  coronation,  worn  by  youthful  kings, 

He 


GUSTAVUS    VASA.         173 

He  drew  his  {hackles.     The  Herculean  nerve 
Braced  his  young  arm  -,  and  foften'd  in  his  cheek, 
Lived  more  than  woman's  fweetnefs !   Then  his 

eye  ! 

His  mein  !  his  native  dignity  ! — He  look'd, 
As  tho'  he  led  captivity  in  chains, 
And  all  were  flaves  around. 

MAR.  Did  he  obferve  you  ? 

CRISTINA.  He  did :  for  as  I  trembled,  look'd, 

and  figh'd, 

His  eyes  met  mine ;  he  fix'd  their  glories  on  me. 
Confufion  thrill'd  me  then,  and  fecret  joy, 
Fad  throbbing,  ftole  its  treafu res  from  my  heart; 
And  mantling  upward,  turn'd  my  face  to  crimfon. 
I  wilh'd — but  did  not  dare  to  look — he  gazed  ; 
When  fudden,  as  by  force,  he  turn'd  away, 
And  would  no  more  behold  me. 


SCENE      X. 

Enter  LAERTES. 

LAER.  Ah,    bright  imperial   maid !   my   royal 

miftrefs  ! 
CRISTINA.  What  wouldft  thou  fay  ?  Thy  looks 

fpeak  terror  to  me. 

LAER.  O  you  are  ruin'd,  facrificed,  undone  ! 
I  heard  it  all  j  your  cruel,  cruel  father 
Has  fold  you,  given  you  up  a  fpoil  to  treafon, 
The  purchafe  of  the  nobleft  blood  on  earth— 
GUSTAVUS  ! 

CRISTJNA. 
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CRISTINA.  Ah!  what  of  him?  Where,  where 

is  he  ? 

LAER.  In  Dalecarlia,  on  fome  great  defign, 
Doom'd  in  an  hour  to  fall  by  faithlefs  hands  !    ' 
His  friend,  the  brave,  the  falfe,  deceived  ARVIDA,* 
Even  now  prepares  to  lead  a  band  of  ruffians 
Beneath  the  winding  covert  of  the  hill, 
And  feize  GUSTAVUS,  obvious  to  the  fnares 
Of  friendftiip's  fair  difiemblance.    And  your  father 
Has  vow'd  your  beauties  to  ARVIDA'S  arms, 
The  purchafe  of  his  falfehood. 

CRJSTINA.  Shield  me  Heaven  ! 
Firft,  duty,  break  thy  filial  bands  in  funder, 
And  blot  the  name  of  parent  from  the  world  ! 
Is  there  no  lett,  no  means  of  quick  prevention  ! 
LAER.    Behold  my   life    ftill    chain'd    to    thy 

direction ! 

My  will  mall  have  a  wing  for  every  word, 
That  breathes  thy  mandate. 

CRISTINA.  Will  you,  good  LAERTES  ? — 
Alas,  I  fear  to  overtalk  thy  friendship— 
Say,  will  you  fave  me  then  ? — O  go,  hafte,  fly ! 
Acquaint  GUSTAVUS — If,  if  he  muft  fall, 
Let  hofts  that  hern  this  fingle  lion  in, 
Let  nations  hunt  him  down — let  him  fall  nobly. 
LEAR.  I  go,  my  princefs — Heaven  direct  me  to 
him !  [Exit. 

CRISTINA.  I  would  pray  too,  to  fave  me  from 

pollution  -9 

Detefted  (lain,  the  touch  of  the  Betrayer  ! 
But  mighty  love  the  partial  prayer  arrefts, 
And  leaves  me  only  anxious  for  GUSTAVUS. 

For 
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For  him  cold  fears  my  fainting  bofom  chill,-. 
His  cares  diffract  me,  and  his  dangers  kill. 
Ye  powers  !  if  deaf  to  all  the  vows  I  make, 
Yet  fhield  GUSTAVUS,  for  GUSTAVUS'  fake : 
Protect  his  virtues  from  a  faithlefs  foe  •, 
And  lave  your  only  image,  left  below. 


END    OF    THE   SECOND    ACT. 
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ACT         III. 

SCENE,    The    Mountains    of    DALE- 

CARLIA, 

Enter  GUSTAVUS  as   a  Peafant — DALECARLIANS 
following. 

GUST.  \7  E  men  of  Sweden,  wherefore  are  ye 

JL  come  ? 

See  ye  not  yonder,  how  the  locufts  fwarm, 
To  drink  the  fountains  of  your  honour  up, 
And  leave  your  hills  a  defart! — Wretched  men! 
Why  came  ye  forth  ?  Is  this  a  time  for  fport  ? 
Or  are  ye  met,  with  fong  and  jovial  feaft, 
To  welcome  your  new  guefts,  your  Danifh  vi- 

fitants  ? 

To  ftretch  your  fupple  necks  beneath  their  feet, 
And  fawning  lick  the  duft  ? — Go,  go,  my  coun 
trymen, 

Each  to  your  feveral  manfions  !  trim  them  out, 
Cull  all  the  tedious  earnings  of  your  toil 
To  purchafe  bondage — Bid  your  blooming  daugh 
ters, 
And  your  chafte  wives,  to  fpread  their  beds  with 

foftnefs ; 

Then  go  ye  forth,  and  with  your  proper  hands 
Conduct  your  mailers  in ;  conduct  the  fons 

Of 
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Of  luft  and  violation — O  Swedes,  Swedes  ! 
Heavens !  are  ye  men,  and  will  ye  fuffer  this  ? 


SCENE      II. 

Enter  ARNOLDUS,  and  SIVARD. 
ARNOLDUS  talks  apart  with  GUSTAVUS. 

ift  DAJLE.  How  my  blood  boils ! 

2d  DALE".  Who  is  this  honeftfpokefman  ? 

3d  DALE.  What,   know  ye  not  Rodolphus  of 

the  mines  ? 
A  better  labourer  ne'er  ftruck  fteel  to  (lone. 

GUST.  There  was  a  time/  my  friends'!'  a  glori 
ous  time ; 

When,  had  a  fmgle  man  of  your  forefathers 
Upon  the  frontier  met  a  hoft  in  arms, 
His  courage  fcarce  had  turn'd  ;  himfelf  had  {food, 
Alone  had  flood  the  bulwark  of  his  country. 
Your  fires  were  known  but  by  their  manly  fronts ; 
On  their  black  brows,  enthron'd,  fat  liberty, 
The  awe  of  honour,  and  contempt  of  death. 

ift  DALE.  We  are  not  baftards. 

ad  DALE.  No. 

3d  DALE.  We  are  Dalecarlians. 

GUST.  Come,  come  ye  on,  then ! — Here  I  take 

my  fland ; 

Here  on  the  brink,  the  very  verge  of  liberty. 
Altho'  contention  rife  upon  the  clouds, 
Mix  Heaven  with  earth,  and  roll  the  ruin  onward ; 
Here  will  1  fix,  and  bread  me  to  the  (hock, 
'Till  I,  or  Denmark  fall. 

VOL.  II.  N  Siv. 
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Siv.  And  who  art  thou  ? 
That  thus  wouldil  fwallow  all  the  glory  up    . 
That  fhould  redeem  the  times?  Behold  this  breaft— 
The  fword  has  tilFd  it ;  and  the  flripes  of  flaves 
Shall  ne'er  trace  honour  here,  lhall  never  blot 
The  fair  infcription — Never  fhall  the  cords 
Of  Danim  infolence,  bind  down  thefe  arms, 
That  bore  my  royal  mafter  from  the  field. 

GUST.  Ha!  Say  you,  brother?  Were  you  there 

— O  grief!— 
•Where  liberty  and  STENON  fell  together  ? 

Siv.  Yes,  I  was  there — A  bloody  field  it  was, 
Where  conquefl  gafp'd,  and  wanted  breath  to  tell 
Its  o'er-toiFd  triumph.     There,  our  bleeding  king, 
There  STENON  on  this  bofom  made  his  bed  j 
And  rolling  back  his  dying  eyes  upon  me, 
Soldier,  he  cried,  if  e'er  it  be  thy  lot 
To  fee  my  valiant  coufin,  great  GUSTAVUS, 
Tell  him — for  once — that  I  have  fought  like  him. 
And  would  like  him  have 
Conquer'd — he  mould  have  faid — -But  there,  O 

there, 
Death  ftopt  him  fhort ! 

GUST.  Come  to  my  arms,  and  let  me  hide  tfty, 

tears, 

For  I  have  caught  their  foftnefs — O  Danes,  Danes ! 
You  fhall  weep  blood  for' this.     Shall  they  not, 

brother  ? 

Yes,  we  will  deal  our  might  with  thrifty  vengeance, 
A  life  for  every  blow ;  and  when  we  fall, 
There  fhall  be  weight  in't,  like  the  tottering  towers 
That  draw  contiguous  ruin, 

2  SiV, 


GUSTAVUS    VASA.        179 

Brave,  brave  man  ! 
My  foul  admires  thee — By  my  father's  fpirit, 
I  would  not  barter  fuch  a  death  as  this 
For  immortality !  Nor  we  alone— 
Here  be  the  trufty  gleanings  of  that  field 
Where  laft  we  fought  for  freedom  ;  here's  rich 

poverty, 

Tho'  wrapp'd  in  rags,  my  fifty  brave  companions; 
Who,  thro'  the  force  of  fifteen  thoufand  foes, 
Bore  off  their  king,  and  faved  his  great  remains. 
GUST.  Give  me  your  hands,  thofe  valiant  hands 

—Why,  captain, 

We  could  but  die  alone  ;  with  thefe  we'll  conquer. 
My  fellow  labourers  too — What  fay  ye,  friends  ? 
Shall  we  not  ftrike  for't  ? 

ALL.  Death;  viftory  or  death ! 
No  bonds,,  no  bonds  ! 

ARN.  Spoke  like  yourfelves — Ye  men  of  Da- 

lecarlia, 

Brave  men  and  bold !  whom  every  future  age, 
Tongues,  nations,  languages,  and  rolls  of  fame, 
Shall   mark  for  wondrous'  deeds,  achievements 

won 

From  honour's  dangerous  fummit,  warriors  all ! 
Say,  might  ye  chufe  a  chief  for  high  exploits, 
From  the  firft  annal,  to  the  latefl  praife 
That  breathes  a  hero's  name — Speak,  name  the 

man, 
Who  then  Ihould  meet  your  wifh. 

Siv.  Forbear  the  theme. 

Why  wouldft  thou  feek  to  fink  us  with  the  weight 
Of  grievous  recollection  ? — O  GUSTAVUS  ! 

N  2  Could 
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Could  the  dead  wake,  tbou  wert  that  man  of  men., 
Firft  of 'the  foremoft. 

GUST.  Didft  thou  know  GUSTAVUS  ? 

S«v.  Know  him! — O  Heaven  L  what  elfe,  who 

elie  was  worth 

The  knowledge  of  a  ibldier  ? — That  great  day, 
When  CRISTIERN,  in  his  third  attempt  on  Sweden, 
Had'iumm'd  his  powers  and  weigh'd  the  fcale  of 

fight ; 

On. the  bold  brink,  the  very  ptifh  of  conqueft, 
GUSTAVO,  rufh'd,  and  bore  the  battle  down, 
In  his  full  fway  of  prow^fs ;  like  Leviathan, 
That  fcoo'ps  ,his  foaming  progrefs  on  .the  main, 
And  drives  the  fhoals  along — Forward  I  iprung, 
All  emulous,  and  labouring  to  atrend  him  : 
Fear  fled  before,  behind  him  rout  grew  loud, 
And  diflant  wonder  gazed — At  length. he  turn'd; 
And  having  eyed  me  with  a  wondrous  look 
Of  fweetnefs   mix'd  with    glory — igrace   ineftirn- 

able!— 

He  pluck'd  this  bracelet  from  his  conquering  arm, 
A  nd  bound  it  here  —  My  wrift  feem'd  trebly  nerv'd ; 
My  hears:  fpoke  to  him;  and  I  did  fuch  deeds 
As  beft  might  thank  him — -But  from  that  bleilday 
I  never  faw  him  more! — Yet,  ftill  to  this, 
I  bow,  as  to  the  relicks  of  my  faint: 
Each  morn  I  drop  a  tear  on  every  bead ; 
Count  all  the  glories  of  GUSTAVUS  o'er, 
And  think  I  ftill  behold  him. 

GUST.  Rightly  thought ; 
For  fo  thou  dofi,  my  foldier ! 
Giye  me  my  arms — Off,  off,  ye  dark  difguifes  ! 

For 
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For  I  will  be  myfelf.  Behold  your  general, 
GUSTAVUS!  come  once  more  to  lead  ye  on 
To  laurel'd  victory,  to  fame,  to  freedom  ! 

iftDALE.    IS  it? 

2d  DALE.  Yes. 
3d  DALE.  No. 

4thDALE.  'Tishe! 

5th  DALE*  'Tis  he  ! 

6th  DAL.E.  'Tishe!  {A  fhout. 

Siv.  Strike  me,  ye  powers! — It  is  illufion  all! 

It  cannot 

GUST.  What,  no  nearer? 

Si  V.  It  is,  it  is  !  —  [Falls  and  embraces  his  knees, 

GUST.  O  fpeechlefs  eloquence  ! 
Rife  to  my  arms,  my  friend. 
Siv.  Friend !  faid  you,   friend  ? 

0  my  heart's  lord  !  my  conqueror!  my! 

GUST.    Approach,    my    fellow    foldiers — your 

GUSTAVUS 

Claims  no  precedence  here :  friendfhip  like  mine 
Throws  all  refpeds  behind  it — It  is  enough — 

1  read  your  joys,  your  tranfports  in  your  eyesj 
And  would,  O,  would  I  had  a  life  to  fpend, 
For  every  foluier  here!  who  fee  very  life's 

Far  dearer  than  my  own ;  dearer  than  aught, 
Except  your  liberty,  except  your  honour. 
Perifh  GUSTAVUS,  'ere  this  facred  fun, 
That  lights  the  reft  of  Sweden  to  their  fhame, 
Should  blufii   upon  your   chains— Why  faid    I, 

chains  ? 
To   fouls   like   yours,   I  fhould  have  talk'd  of 

triumphs, 

N  3  Empire, 
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Empire,  and  fame,  and  hazards  imminent, 
Occafions  wifli'd,  for  glory — Hafle,  brave  men! 
Collect  your  friends  to  join  us  on  the  inftant  j 
Summon  our  brethren  to  their  fhare  of  conqueft; 
And  let  loud  echo,  from  her  circling  hills, 
Sound  freedom,  'till  the  undulation  (hake 
The  bounds  of  utmoft  Sweden. 

[Exeunt  DALECARLIANS,  crying  GUSTAVUS^ 
GusTAvys,  Liberty. 


SCENE      III. 

Enter  ANDERSON. 

AND.  There  was  a  glorious  found ! 

GUST.  Yes,  ANDERSON, 
The  long  wim'd  hour  is  come — the  ftorm  is  up, 
And  wrecks  will  follow — Where  they  are  to  light, 
Let  Heaven  determine— Well,  my  noble  friend, 
Has  PETERSON  fee  out  ? 

AND.  He  has,  this  inftant ; 
And  bears  your  pacquet  to  the  tyrant's  camp, 

GUST.  What  think  you  of  his  zeal  ? 

AND.  In  truth,  my  lord, 
It  wears  a  gallant  (how. 

GUST.  'Tis  fpecious  all ; 
Flafh  without  fire,  the  lightning  of  a  cloud 
That  carries  darknefs  in  the  rear — For  PETERSON, 
To  fpread  my  letters  through  the  camp  of  CRIS- 

TIERN, 

And  feek  for  fuccours  in  the  jaws  of  death— 
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It  fhow'd  too  bold,  too  much  the  flaming  patriot. 
Befide,  I  know  him  for  the  friend  of  TROLLIO. 

AND.  Why  would  you  then  employ  him  ? 

GUST.  There's  the  myftery. 
'Tis  not  his  faith,  but  treachery  I  truft  to. 
My  letters  are  directed  to  the  chiefs 
Of  thofe  inglorious  mercenary  Swedes, 
Whom  CRISTIERN  has  feduced  to  join  his  hoft, 
And  turn  the  fword  of  conqueft  on  their  country : 
To  each  of  thefe  I  have  addreft  in  terms 
Of  fpecial  correfpondence,  meant  to  rouze 
The  jealoufy  of  CRISTIERN  ;  as  I  think 
My  pacquet  can't  efcape  him — What  enfues  ? 
The  tyrant  hence  concludes  himfelf  betray'd, 
Sifts  all  his  legions,  thins  the  ranks  of  fight, 
And  leaves  them  open  to  our  bold  invafion. 
But  grant  that  PETERSON  deceive  my  aim, 
And  hold  the  rank  of  virtue;  then  the  Swedes 
May  waken  to  the  glorious  call  of  honour. 
So,  every  way,  it  faves  us  from  the  guilt  ' 
Of  Swedes  encountering  Swedes,  and  fpares  the 

blood 
Of  brethren,  tho'  revolted. 

AND.  On  my  foul, 

This  is  a  ftratagem  that  faps  the  miner; 
Makes  treafon  turn  a  traitor  to  itfelf, 
And  mock  its  own  defigns. 

GUST.  O  noble  friend,  fad    winds    the  great 

machine 
That  ftrikes  the  fate  of  Sweden ! — Go,  my  AM- 

DERSON, 

AiTemble  all  thy  brave  adherents  round  thee ; 

N  4  With 
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With  warlike  inspiration  warm  their  fouls, 
And  hade  to  join  me  here. 

AND.  I  will,  my  lord.  [Exit. 


SCENE      IV. 

Enter  LAERTES. 

LAER.  Thy  prefence  nobly  fpeaks  the  man  I 

wilh — 
GUSTAVUS. 

GUST.  Yes.     Thou  haft  a  hoftile  garb—* 
Ha!  fay — Art  thou  LAERTES  ?  If  I  err  not, 
There  is  a  friendly  femblance  in  that  face, 
"Which  anfwers  to  a  fond  impreffion  here, 
And  tells  me  I  am  thy  debtor — My  deliverer ! 

LAER.  No,  valiant  prince,  you  over- rate   my 

fervice. 

There  is  a  worthier  object  of  your  gratitude, 
Whom  yet  you  know  not— *-O5  I  have  to  tell- 
But  then  to  gain  your  credit,  muft  unfold 
What  haply  mould  be  fecret— Be  it  fo  j 
You  are  all  honour. 

GUST.  Let  me  to  thy  mind  ; 
For  thou  haft  waked  my  foul  into  a  thought, 
That  holds  me  all  attention. 

LAER.  Mightieft  man ! 
To  me  alone  you  held  yourfelf  obliged 
For  life  and  liberty — Had  it  been  fo, 
I  were  moft  bleft,  with  retribution  juft 
To  pay  thee  for  my  own — For  on  the  day 
When  by  your  arm  the  mighty  Thraces  fell, 

Fate 
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Fate  threw  me  to  your  fword — You  fpared  my 

youth, 

And  in  the  very  whirl  and  rage  of  fight 
Your  eye  was  taught  companion — From  that  hour, 
I  vow'd  my  life  the  Have  of  your  remembrance ; 
And  often,  as  CRISTINA,  heavenly  maid  ! 
The  miftreis  of  my  fervice,  queftion'd  me 
Of  wars  and  venturous  deeds,  my  tidings  came 
Still  freighted  with  thy  name,  until  the  day 
In  which  yourfelf  appear'd,  to  make  praifc  fpeech- 

lefs. 

CRISTINA  faw  you  then,  and  on  your  fate 
Dropt  a  kind  tear — -and  when  your  noble  fcorn 
Of  proferr'd  terms  provoked  her  father's  rage 
To  take  the  deadly  forfeit ;  fhe,  Ihe  only, 
Whofe  virtues  watch'd  the  precious  hour  of  mercy, 
All  trembling,  fent  my  fecret  hand  to  fave  you  ; 
Where,  thro'  a  pafs  unknown  to  all  your  keepers, 
I  led  you  forth,  and  gave  you  to  your  liberty. 

GUST.  O I  am  funk — o'erwhelm'd  with  wond 
rous  goodnefs ! 

But  were  I  rich  and  free  as  opening  mines 
That  teem  their  golden  wealth  upon  the  world, 
Still  I  were  poor,  unequal  to  her  bounty. 
Nor  can  I  longer  doubt  whofe  generous  arm, 
In  my  ARVIDA,  in  my  friend's  deliverance, 
Gave  double  life  and  freedom  to  GUSTAVUS. 

LAER.  A  fatal  prefent! — Ah,  you  know  him 

not: 

ARVIDA  is  milled,  undone  by  paflion ; 
Falfe  to  your  friendfliip,  to  your  trull  unfaichful. 

QUST.  Ha!  hold— 

LAER, 
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LAER.  I  muft  unfold  it. — 

GUST.  Yet  forbear. — 

This  way — I  hear  fome  footing — Pray  you,  foft— 
If  thou  haft  aught  to  urge  againfl  ARVIDA, 
The  man  of  virtue,  tell  it  not  the  wind  ; 
Left  flander  catch  the  found,    and   guilt  fliould 
triumph.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE      V. 
ARVIDA  entering  fpeaks  to  a  Soldier. 

ARV.  He's  here! — Bear  back  my  orders  to  your 

fellows, 

That  not  a  man,  on  peril  of  his  life, 
Advance  in  fight  'till  call'd. 

SOLD.  My  lord,  I  will— - 

ARV.  Have  I  not  vow'd  it,  faithlefs  as  he  is, 
Have  I  not  vow'd  his  fall  ?  Yet,  good  Heaven  ! 
Why  ftart  thefe  fudden  tears? — On,  on  I  muft, 
For  I  am  half  way  down  the  dizzy  fteep, 
Where    my  brain   turns— A  draught  of  Lethe 

now! — 

O  that  the  world  would  fleep—to  wake  no  more! 
Or  that  the  name  of  friendfhip  bore  no  charm 
To  make  my  nerve  unfteady,  and  this  fteel 
Flee  backward  from  its  tafk !— It  mall  be  done,-—* 
Empire!  CRISTINA  ! — tho'  the  affrighted  fun 
Start  back  with  horror  of  the  direful  ftroke, 
It  mall  be  done ! — Calm,  cairn  the  hell  within, 
Thy  looks  may  elfe  turn  traitors — Ha,  he  comes ! 
How  fteadily  he  looks,  as  Heaven's  own  book, 

The 
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The  leaf  of  truth,  were  open'd  on  his  afpeft. 
Up,  up,  dark  minifter — his  fate  call  out 

[Puts  up  the  Dagger. 

To  nobler  execution ;  for  he  comes 
In  oppofition,  fmgly,  man  to  man, 
As  tho'  he  braved  my  wifli. 


SCENE      VI.    • 
Enter  GUSTAVUS. 

They  look  for  fome  time  on  each  other — ARVIDA  lays 
his  hand  on  his  fword,  and  withdraws  it  by  turns—  then 
advances  irrefolutely. 

GUST.  Is  it  then  fo  ? 

ARV.  Defend  thyfelf. 

GUST.  No — ftrike • 

I  would  unfold  my  bofom  to  thy  fword, 

But  that  I  know  the  wound  you  give  this  breaft 

Would  doubly  pierce  thy  own. 

ARV.  I  know  thee  not— 
It  is  the  time's  eclipfe ;  and  what  mould  be 
In  nature,  now  is  namelefs. 

GUST.  Ah,  my  brother  ! 

ARV.  What  wouldft  thou  ? 

GUST.  Is  it  thus  we  two  mould  meet  ? 

ARV.  Art  thou  not  falfe? — Deep  elle,  O  deep, 

indeed, 
Were  my  damnation ! 

GUST.  Dear,  unhappy  man ! 
My  heart  bleeds  for  thee.  Falfe  I  had  furely  been, 
.Had  I  like  thee  been  tempted. 

ARV. 
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ARV.  Ha !  Speak,  fpeak, — 
Didft  thou  not  fend  to  treat  with  CRISTIERN? 

GUST.  Never. — 

I  know  thy  error;  but  I  know  the  arts, 
The  frauds,  the  wiles  that  pradtifed  on  thy  virtue ; 
Firm  how  you  flood,  and  towered  above  mortality  j 
'Till  in  the  fond  unguarded  hour  of  love, 
The  wily  undermining  TROLLIO  came, 
And  won  thee  from  thyfelf— a  moment  won  thee-— 
For  flill  thou  art  ARVIDA  ;  ftill  the  man, 
On  whom  thy  country  calls  for  her  deliverance. 
.Already  are  her  braveil  fons  in  arms ; 
Mark  how  they  fhotit,  impatient  of  our  prefence, 
To  lead  them  on  to  a  new  life  of  liberty, 
To  fame,  to  conqueil — Ha!  Heaven  guard  my 

brother — 

Thy  cheek  turns  pale,  thy  eye  is  wild  upon  me-<- 
Wilt  thou  not  anfwer  me  ? 

ARV.  GUSTAVUS! 

GUST.  Speak. 

ARV.  Have  I  not  dream'd  ? 

GUST.  No  other  I  efteem  it. 
Where  lives  the  man  whole  reafon  {lumbers  not  ? 
Still  pure,  ftill  blamelefs,  if  at  wonted  dawn 
Again  he  wakes  to  virtue. 

ARV.  O*  my  dawn 

Muft  foon  be  dark.     Confufion  diffipates, 
To  leave  me  worfe  confounded. 

GUST.  Think  no  more  on't. 
Come  to  my  arms,. thou. deareft  of  mankind  ! 

ARV.  Stand  -off!   Pollution  dwells  within  my 
touch, 

And 
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And  horror  hangs  around  me — Cruel  man  ! 

O,  thou  haft  doubly  damn'd  me  with  this  goodnefs; 

For  refolution  held  the  deed  as  done ; 

That  now  muft  fink  me — Hark  !  I  am  fummoned 

hence — 

My  audit  opens ! — Poife  me!  for  I  ftand 
Upon  a  fpire,  againft  whofe  fightlefs  bafe 
Hell  breaks  his  wave  beneath.     Down,  down  I 

dare  not; 

And  up  I  cannot  look,  for  juftice  fronts  me. — 
Thou  fhalt  have  vengeance ,  tho'  my   purpling 

blood 

Were  nectar  for  Heaven's  bowl,  as  warm  and  rich. 
As  now  'tis  bafe,  it  thus  fhould  pour  for  pardon. 

[GUSTAVUS  catches  his  arm,  and  in  the  ftruggle 
the  dagger  falls. 

GUST.  Ha!  Hold,   ARVIDA — No,    I  will  not 

lofe  thee— 

•^ 

Forbid  it  Heaven  !  thou  flialt  not  rob  me  fo — 
No,  1  will  ftruggle  with  thee  to  the  laft, 
And  fave  thee  from  thyfelf.     O,  anfwer  me ! 
Wilt  thou  forfake  me  ? — Anfwer  me,  my  brother, 
My  beft  ARVIDA. 

ARV.  I  would  fpeak  to  thee— 
But  let  it  be  by  filence — O  GUSTAVUS  ! 

GUST.  Say  but  you'll  live. 
^ARV.  O!— 

GUST.  For  my  fake. 

ARV.  Yes,  take  me — 
Expofe  me,  cage  me,  brand  me  for  the  tool 
Of  crafty  villains  ;  for  the  verieft  flave, 
On  whom  the  bend  of  each  contemptuous  brow- 
Shall 
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Shall  look  with  loathing.     Ah,  my  turpitude 
Shall  be  the  vile  comparative  for  knaves, 
To  boafl  and  whiten  by  ! 

GUST.  Not  fo,.  not  fo — 
Who  knows  no  fault,  my  friend,  knows  no  per- 

fe&ion. 

The  re&itude  that  Heaven  appoints  to  man 
Leads  on  thro'  error ;  and  the  kindly  fenfe 
Of  having  ftrayed,  endears  the  road  to  blifs ; 
It  makes  Heaven's  way  more   pleafing !   O  mV 

brother,    • 

*Tis  hence  a  thoufand  cordial  chanties 
Derive    their   growth,    their   vigour,    and    their 

fweetnefs. 
This  ihort  lapfe 

Shall  to  thy  future  foot  give  cautious  treading, 
Erect  and  firm  in  virtue. 

ARV.  Give  me  leave.  [Offers  to  pafs*  " 

GUST.  You  mall  not  pafs. 

ARV.  I  muft. 

GUST.  Whither? 

ARV.  1  know  not — O  GUSTAVUS  ! 

GUST.  Speak. 

ARV.  You  can't  forgive  me. 

GUST.  Not  forgive  thee ! 

ARV.  No. 

Look  there  ! —  [Points  to  the  dagger. 

And  yet  when  I  refolved  to  kill  thee 
I  could  have  died — indeed  I  could — for  thee, 
I  could  have  died,  GUSTAVUS  ! 

GUST.  O  I  know  it. 

A  generous  mind,  tho'  fwayed  a-while  by  pafilon, 

Is 
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Is  like  the  fteely  vigour  of  the  bow, 
Still  holds  its  native  redtitude,  and  bends 
But  to  recoil  more  forceful.     Come,  forget  it. 


SCENE      VII. 

Enter    a    DALECARLIAN. 

DALE.  My  lord,  as  now  I  paft  the  mountain's 

brow, 

I  fpied  fome  men,  whofe  arms,  and  ftrange  attire, 
Give  caufe  for  circumfpedlion. 

GUST.  Danes,  perhaps; 

Hafte,  intercept  their  paflfage  to  the  camp.  [Exit  Dal. 
ARV.  Thoie  are  the  Danes  that  witnefs  to  my 

fhame. 
GUST.  Perilh  the  opprobrious  term !   Not  fo, 

ARVIDA  ; 

Myfelf  will  be  the  guardian -of  thy  fame ; 
Truft  me,  I  will— Our  friends  approach — O  clear, 
While  I  attend  them,  clear  that  cloud,  my  brother, 
That  fits  upon  the  morning  of  thy  youth  ; 
It  hangs  too  near  the  heart  of  thy  GUSTAVUS.  [Exit. 
ARV.-  Of  thy  GUSTAVUS!— O- wretch,  wretch, 

curfed  wretch ! 
What  is  this  time  and  place,  and  toys  of  circum- 

ftance, 

That  wind  our  actions,  fo,  as  Heaven's  own  hand 
What's  done  may  not  unravel?— Pardon  may  !— 
There's  the  Lethean  fweet>  thefnow  of  Heaven, 
New  blanching  o'er  the  negro  front  of  guilt, 
That  to  the  eye  of  mercy  all  appears 

Fair 
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Fair  as  the  unwritten  page — Yet,  felf-convicfb, 
Tho'  Heaven's  free  power  ihould  pardon,  wherc's 

my  peace  ? 

Thus,  thus  to  be  driven  out  from  my  own  breaft! 
To  have  no  {hade,  no  flickering  nook  at  home 
To  take  reflection  in ! — How  looks  the  wretch, 
Whofe  heart  cries  villain  to  itfelf  ?  I'll  not 
Endure  its  battery — Somewhat  muft  be  done 
Of  high  import  'ere  ntght,  that  I  may  fieep, 
Or  wake  for  ever. 

; 

SCENE      VIII. 

Enter  GUSTAVUS  followed  by  the  Dalecarlians, 
ANDERSON,  ARNOLDUS,  SIVARD,  Officers,  &c. 

ift  DALE.  Let  us  all  fee  him ! 

2d  DALE.  Yes,  and  hear  him  too. 

3d  DALE.  Let  us  be  fure  'tis  he  himfelf. 

4th  DALE.  Our  general. 

5th  DALE.  And  we  will  fight  while  weapons  can 

be  found. 

6th  DALE.  Or  hands  to  wield  them. 
7th  DALE.  Get  on  the  bank,  GUSTAYUS. 
AND.  Do,  my  lord. 
GUST.  My  countrymen!— 
ift  DALE.  Ho!  hear  him, 
2d  DALE.  Peace ! 
^d  DALE.  Peace  ! 
4th  DALE.  Peace ! 
GUST.  Amazement  I  perceive  hath  fill'd  your 

hearts, 

And 


GUSTAVUS    VASA. 

And  joy  for  that  your  loft  GUSTAVUS,  'leaped 
Thro'  wounds,  imprifonments,   and    chains,    and 

deaths, 

Thus  fudden,  thus  unlook'd  for,  (lands  before  ye. — 
As  one  efcaped  from  cruel  hands  I  come, 
From  hearts  that  ne'er  knew  pity,  dark  and  venge 
ful ! 

Who  quaff  the  tears  of  orphans,  bathe  in  blood, 
And  know  no  mufick  but  the  groans  of  Sweden. 
Yet,  not  for  that  my  filler's  early  innocence, 
And  mother's  age,  now  grind  beneath  captivity  ; 
Nor  that  one  bloody,  one  remorfelefs  hour, 
Swept  my  great  fire  and  kindred  from  my  fide  j 
For  them  GUSTAVUS  weeps  not — tho'  my  eyes 
Were  far  lefs  dear,  for  them  I  will  not  weep. 
But,  O  great  parent,  when  I  think  on  thee  ! 
Thy  numberlefs,  thy  namelefs,  fhameful  infamies— 
My  widow'd  country — Sweden! — when  I  think 
Upon  thy  defolation — fpite  of  rage 
And  vengeance  that  would    choak   them — tears 
will  flow. 

AND.  O,  they  are  villains,  every  Dane  of  them, 
Praclifed  to  ftab  and  fmile ;  to  ftab  the  babe 
That  fmiles  upon  them ! 

ARN.  What  accurfed  hours 

Roll  o'er  thole  wretches,  who,  to  fiends  likethefe, 
In  their  dear  liberty  have  bartered  more 
Than  worlds  will  rate  for  ? 

GUST.  O  liberty,  Heaven's  choice  prerogative, 
True  bond  of  law,  thou  focial  foul  of  property, 
Thou  breath  of  reafon,  life  of  life  itfelf — 
For  thee  the  valiant  bleed !  O  facred  liberty ! 

VOL.  II.  O  Wing'd 
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Wing'd  from  the  fummer's  fhare,   from  flattering 

ruin, 

Like  the  bold  ftork  you  feek  the  wintery  more; 
Leave  courts,  and  pomps,  and  palaces  to  (laves, 
Cleave  to  the  cold,  and  reft  upon  the  ftorm. 
Upborn  by  thee,  my  foul  difdain'd  the  terms 
Of  empire,  offer'd  at  the  hands  of  tyrants, 
With  thee,  I  fought  this  favourite  foil ;  with  thee, 
Theie  favourite  fons  I   fought; — thy  fons,  O  li 
berty  ! 

For  even  amid  the  wilds  of  life  you  lead  them, 
Lift  their  low  rafted  cottage  to  the  clouds, 
Smile  o'er  their  heaths,  and  from  their  mountain 

tops 

Beam  glory  to  the  nations ! 
ALL.  Liberty  !  liberty  ! 
GUST.  Are   ye  not  mark'd,  ye  men  of  Dale- 

carlia  I 

Are  ye  not  mark'd  by  all  the  circling  world, 
As  the  great  flake,  the  laft  effort  for  liberty  ? 
Say,  is  it  not  your  wealth,  the  thirft,  the  food, 
The  fcope  and  bright  ambition  of  your  fouls  ? 
Why  elfe  have  you,  and  your  renowned  forefathers, 
From  the  proud  fummit  of  their  glittering  thrones, 
Caft  down  the  mightieft  of  your  lawful  kings 
That  dared  the  bold  infringement?    What,   but 

liberty, 

Thro*  the  famed  courfe  of  thirteen  hundred  years, 
Aloof  hath  held  invafion  from  your  hills, 
And  fanclified  their  fhade  ? — And  will  ye,  will  ye 
Shrink  from  the  hopes  of  the  expecting  world  ; 
Bid  your  high  honours  floop  to  foreign  infult, 

A&d 
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And  in  one  hour  give  up  to  infamy 
The  harveft  of  a  thoufand  years  of  glory  ? 

ift  DALE.  No.— 

ad  DALE.  Never,  never. 

5dDALE.  Perifhall  firft ! 

4th  DALE.  Die  all! 

GUST.  Yes,  die  by  piecemeal ! 
Leave   not  a   limb  o'er  which  a  Dane  may  tri 
umph  I — 

Now  from  my  foul  I  joy,  I  joy,  my  friends, 
To  fee  ye  feair'd  •,  to  fee,  that  even  your  foes 
Dojuftice  to  your  valour! — There  they  be, 
The  powers  of  kingdoms,  fumm'd  in  yonder  hoftj 
Yet  kept  aloof,  yet  trembling  to  afiail  ye. 
And  O,  when  I  look  round  and  fee  you  here, 
Of  number  fhort,  but  prevalent  in  virtue, 
My  heart  fvvells  high  and  burns  for  the  encounter. 
True  courage  but  from  oppofition  grows ; 
And  what  are  fifty,  what  a  thoufand  flaves. 
Matched  to  the  finew  of  a  fingle  arm 
That  ftrikes  for  liberty  ? — that  flrikes  to  fave 
His  fields  from  fire,  his  infants  from  the  fword, 
His  couch  from  luft,  his  daughters  from  pollution^ 
And  his  large  honours  from  eternal  infamy  ? 
What,  doubt  we  then  ?  Shall  we,  (hall  we  ftand  hers 
'Till  motives  that  might  warm  an  ague's  froft, 
And  nerve  the  coward's  arm,  ihall  poorly  ferve 
To  wake  us  to  refiftance  r — Let  us  on  !  — 
O,  yes,  I  read  your  lovely  fierce  impatience  5 
You  ihall  not  be  withheld  •,  we  will  rulh  on  them— 
This  is  indeed  to  triumph,  where  we  hold 
Three  kingdoms  in  our  toil !  Is  it  not  glorious, — 

O  z  Thua 
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Thus  to  appal  the  bold,  meet  force  with  fury, 
And  pufh  yon  torrent  back,  'till  every  wave 
Flee  to  its  fountain  ? 

^d  DALE.  On,  lead  us  on,  GUSTAVUS!  one  word 

more 
Is  but  delay  of  conqueft.     . 

GUST.  Take  your  wifli. 
He,  who  wants  arms,  may  grapple  with  the  foe 
And  fo  be  furnifh'd.  You,  mod  noble  ANDERSON, 
Divide  our  powers,  and  with  the  famed  Olaus 
Take  the  left  route — You,  ERIC,  great  in  arms  ! 
With  the  renowned  NED^  RBI,  hold  the  right, 
A  nd  fkirt  the  foreft  down  ;  then  wheel  at  once, 
Confeft  to  view,  and  clofe  upon  the  vale  : 
Myfelf,  and  my  moft  valiant  coufin  here 
The  invincible  ARVIDA,  gallant  SIVARD, 
ARNOLDUS,  and  thefe  hundred  hardy  veterans, 
Will  pour  directly  on,  and  lead  the  onfet. 
•  Joy,  joy,  I  fee  confeft  from  every  eye  ; 
Your  limbs  tread  vigorous,  and  your  breafts  beat 

high! 

Thin  tho*  our  ranks,  tho'  fcanty  be  our  bands, 
Bold  are  our  hearts,  and  nervous  are  our  hands. 
With  us,  truth,  juftice,  fame,  and  freedom  clofe, 
Each,  fingly  equal  to  an  hoft  of  foes. 
I  feel,  I  feel  them  fill  me  out  for  fight ; 
They  lift  my  limbs  as  feather'd  Hermes  light ! 
Or  like  the  bird  of  glory,  towering  high, 
Thunder  within  his  grafp,  and  lightning  in  his  eye ! 

END    OF   THE   THIRD    ACT. 

ACT 
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ACT       IV. 


SCENE  before  the  C  A  M  P. 

Enter  CRISTIERN,  TROLLIO,  and  Attendants. 

CRIST.  ^7  OUR    obfervation's  juft;  I  fee   it, 
JL     TROLLIO. 

Men   are  machines,  with  all  their  boafled  free 
dom; 

Their  movements  turn  upon  fome  favourite  paflion : 

Let  art  but  find  the  latent  foible  out, 

We   touch   the   fpring,  and   wind   them  at    our 

pleafure. 

TROLL.  Let  Heaven  fpy  out  for  virtue,  and  theft 
ftarve  it ; 

But  vice  and  frailty  are  the  ftatefman's  quarry, 

The  objects  of  our  fearch,  and  of  our  fcience  ; 

Mark'd   by  our   fmiles,    and    cherifh'd   by    our 
bounty. 

*Tis  hence,  you  lord  it  o'er  your  fervile  fenates : 

How  low  the  flaves  will  (loop  to  gorge  their  lufts, 

When  aptly  baited  !  Even  the  tongues  of  patriots, 

Thofe  fons  of  clamour,  oft  relax  the  nerve 

Within  the  warmth  of  favour. 

CRIST.  How  elfe   mould   kings   fubfift  ?    For 
what  is  power, 

But  the  nice  conduct  of  another's  weaknefs  ? 

O  3  That 


i9s      GUST  A  v  us   VASA; 

That  thing  called  virtue,  is  the  bane  of  government; 

A  libel  on  the  ftate,  that  aflcs  fuppreflion  : 

It  has  a  hateful  and  unbending  quality  ; 

It  ferves  no  end,  flill  reftive  to  the  rein, 

And  to  the  fpur  unfpeedy  :  they  who  boaft  it 

Are  traitors,  rivals  of  their,  king,  my  TROLLIO; 

And,  wanting  other  fubjecls,  greatly  dare 

To  lord  it  o?er  themfelves.     Such  is  GUSTAVUS^ 

If  yet  he  be- 

And  fuch  ARVIDA  was;  tho'  now,  I  truft, 

He  is  too  far  advanced  in  our  defigns 

To  think  of  a  retreat. 

TROLL.  Impoflible  ! 
Already  has  he  leaped  the  guilty  mound 
That  might  appal  his  virtue-,  for  the  world 
He  dare  not  now  look  back,  where  fhame  purfues, 
And  cuts  off  all  retreat. 


SCENE      II. 

Enter  GENTLEMAN  USHER  and  PETERSON,  who 
kneels. 

GENT.  My  liege,  lord  PETERSON. 

CRIST.  Rife   to  our  truft>    mod   worthy  PE 
TERSON  ; 

Rife  to  our  friendfhip.     By  my  head,  I  fwear, 
Bar  but  our  TROLLIO  here,  there's  not  a  Swede, 
Who  holds  thy  valued  level  in  our  heart ! 
For  thou  art  unfhaken,  tho'  thy  nation  fwerve; 
Faithful  among  the  faithlefs ! 

PETER. 
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PETER.  What  I  am, 
Let  this  inform  your  majefty.          [Gives  a  Pacquet. 

TROLL.  A  pacquet ! 
Whence  had  you  that,  my  friend  ? 

PETER.  Even  from  the  hands 
Of  the  once  great  GUSTAVUS. 

CRIST.  Then  you  have  feen  him.    Tell  me,  tell 

me  PETERSON, 

What  faid  he?  Eh!  How  look'd  the  mighty  rebel ? 
His  means,  his  fcope,  the  pride  of  his  prefump- 

tion — 
Give  me  the  whole  ! 

PETER.  Laft  night,  my  gracious  lord, 
While  yet  I  held  your  mefTenger  in  conference ; 
Arrived,  who  brought  a  letter  from  GUSTAVUS, 
W7herein,  digefting  many  flagrant  terms 
Of  mutinous  import  againft  the  (late 
Of  your  high  dignity,  by  morning  light 
He  prayed  me  to  attend  him ;  boallirig  much 
Of  plenteous  hopes,  and  means  of  boldeft  enter- 
prize. 

Of  this  I  gave  you  notice;  and  'ere  dawn 
Set  out  for  frefh  intelligence — I  came  ; 
I  faw  him  Ihrunk,  that  glory  of  the  north, 
Soil'd  with  the  vilenefs  of  a  flave's  attire  ; 
Where  in  the  depth  and  darknefs  of  the  mines, 
For  fix  long  months  he  hath  not  feen  the  fun  -, 
Colleagued  with  circling  horrors,  hourly  toil 
Hath  been  his  watch,  and  penury  his  earning: 
But  like  the  lion,  newly  broke  from  bonds, 
The  mingling  paffions  from  his  eyes  dart  glory ; 

O  4  Pride 
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Pride  lifts  his  ftature,  and  his  opening  front 
Still  looks  dominion. 

CRIST.  Who  were  his  adherents  ? 

PETER.    The  traitor  ANDERSON,    and    a    few 

friends ; 

To  whom,  'ere  I  fet  out,  he  ftood  revealed. 
And  when  I  feemed  to  queftion  on  his  powers 
Of  rivalfliip,  the  props  whereon  he  meant 
To  lift  contention  to  the  princely  front 
Of  fuch  high  oppofition  j  he  replied, 
His  powers  were  near  your  perfon. 

CRIST.  How!  what's  here?  [Looks on  the Pacquet, 
To  Laurens,  Aland,  Haquin,  and  Roderic  ! — 
Confufion  !  Treafon's  in  our  camp !  Who's  there  ? 
GENT.  My  liege  ! 
CRIST.  Bear  this  to  Norbi — Bid  him  feize 

[Gives  a  Signet. 
The  Swedifh  captains. 

TROLL,  Might  I  but  prefume 

CRIST.  I  will  not  be  con trouled— bid  him  feize 

all, 

Soldiers  and  chiefs! — By  hell,  there's  not  a  Swede, 
But  lurks  an  inflrument  to  prompt  rebellion, 
And  plots  upon  my  life  I  Look  there,  'tis  evident: 

[Gives  TROLLIO  a  Letter, 

They  are  all  leagued,  confederate  with  GUSTAVUS, 
The  abettors  of  his  treafon. 

TROLL.  It  mould  feem  fo: 
And  yet  it  fhould  not — Tell  me,  PETERSON, 
Art  thou  aflured  thy  credit  with  GUSTAVUS 
l  anfwer  to  a  truft  like  this '? — Ha!  Say. 

PETER* 
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PETER.  Yes,  well  affured  :  my   zeal  appeared 

too  warm 
To  give  the  leaft  cold  colour  for  fufpicion. 

TROLL.  1  fear,  my  friend,  I  fear  he  has  o'er- 

reach' d  you. 

"  Divide  and  conquer,"  is  the  fum  of  politics. 
Beyond  the  dreaded  circle  of  his  fword, 
GUSTAVUS  triumphs  in  an  ample  genius; 
He  walks  at  large,  fees  clear  and  wide  around  him, 
Calm  in  the  ftorm  and  turbulence  of  action  j 
He  ponders  on  the  lafl  event  of  things, 
And  makes  each  caufe  fubfervicnt  to  the   confe- 

quence. 
CRIST.  You  over-rate  his  craft — they  are  falfe, 

my  TROLLIO, 
Falfe  every  Swede  of  them  5  I  read  their  fouls. 

SCENE      III. 

Enter  CRISTINA  and  MARIANA." 

CRISTINA.  I   heard   it   was  your  royal  plea- 

fure,  fir, 
I  mould  attend  your  highnefs. 

CRIST.  Yes,  CRISTINA, 
But  bufinefs  interferes. 

SCENE       IV, 

Enter  an  OFFICER. 

OFF.  My  fovereign  liege  ! 
"Wide  o'er  the  weftern  Ihclving  of  yon  hill, 

We 
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We  think,  tho'  indiftindlly,  we  can  fpy, 
Like  men  in  motion  muttering  on  the  heath ; 
And  there  is  one  who  faith  he  can  difcern 
A  few  of  martial  gefture,  and  bright  arms, 
Who  this  way  bend  their  a&ion. 

CRIST.  Friends,  perhaps  •, 

For  foes  it  were  too  daring — Haile  thee,  TROLLIO, 
Detach  a  thoufand  of  our  Danifh  horfe 
To  rule  their  motions — We  will  out  ourfelf, 
And  hold  our  powers  in  readinefs — Lead  on. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE      V. 

CRISTINA  and  MARIANA, 

MAR.  Ha !  did  you  mark,  my  princefs,  did  you 

mark  ? 

Should  fome  reverfe>  fome  wondrous  whirl  of  fate 
Once  more  return  GUSTAVUS  to  the  battle, 
New  nerve  his  arm,  and  wreathe  his  brow  with 

conqueft  •, 

Say,  would  you  not  repent  that  e'er  you  faved 
This  dreadful  man,  the  foe  of  your  great  race^ 
Who  pours  impetuous  in  his  country's  caufe 
,To  fpoil  you  of  a  kingdom  ? 

CRISTINA.  No,  my  friend. — 
Had  I  to  death,  or  bondage,  fold  my  fire ; 
Or  had  GUSTAVUS  on  our  native  realms 
Made  hoftile  inroad — then,  my  MARIANA! 
Had  I  then  faved  him  from  the  flroke  of  juftice, 
I  mould  not  ceafe  my  fuit  to  Heaven  for  pardon. 

But 
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But  if,  tho'  in  a  foe,  to  reverence  virtue, 
Withftand  oppreflion,  refcue  injured  innocence, 
Step  boldly  in  betwixt  my  fire  and  guilt, 
And  fave  my  king,  my  father,  from  diflionour ; 
If  this  be  fin — I  have  (hook  hands  with  penitence. 
Firft,  perifh  crowns,  dominion,  all  the  (hine 
And  tranfienceof  this  world,  'ere  guilt  {hall  ferve 
To  buy  the  vain  incumbrance  ! 

MAR.  Do  not  think 

I  meant,  my  princefs,  to  arraign  your  virtues, 
Howe'er  I  feemed  to  queftion  on  the  confequence. 

CRISTINA*  The  confequence  of  virtue  muft  be 

good  : 

It  muft. — Tho'  it  fhould  prove  my  father's  lot, 
In  being  refctied  from  one  act  of  guilt, 
To  lofe  the  whole  of  all  his  wide  dominions, 
He  were  a  gainer — Blafted  be  that  royalty, 
Which  murder  muft  make  fure,  and  crimes  in 
glorious  ! 

The  bulk  of  kingdoms,  nay,  the  world  is  light, 
When  guilt  weighs  oppofite — O  would  to  Heaven, 
The  lofs  of  empire  could  reftore  his  innocence, 
Jleftore  the  fortunes,  and  the  precious  lives 
Of  thoufands  fallen,  the  victims  of  ambition  ! 


SCENE     VI. 

Enter  LAERTES. 

Ha!  LAERTES!  moft  welcome!  well— and  have 

you  ? — Say,  LAERTES. 
LAER.  O  royal  maid ! 

CRISTINA, 
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CRISTINA.  Thy  looks  are  doubtful — 
Why  art  thou  filent  ? — Does  he  live  ? 

LAER.  He  does: 

But  death,  'ere  night,  mufl  fill  a  long  account ! 
The  camp,  the  country's  in  confufion :  war, 
And  changes,  ride  upon  the  hour  that  haftes 
To  intercept  my  tongue — I  elfe  could  tell 
Of  virtues  hitherto  beyond  my  ken  ; 
Courage,  to  which  the  lion  ftoops  his  creft, 
Yet  grafted  upon  qualities  as  foft 
As  a  rocked  infant's  meeknefs ;  fuch  as  tempts 
Againft  my  faith,  my  country,  and  allegiance, 
To  wifh  thee  fpeed,  GUSTAVUS  ! 

CRISTINA.  Then  you  found  him. 

LAER.  I  did:  and  warned  him,   but  in  vain; 

for  death 

To  him  appeared  more  grateful  than  to  find 
His  friend's  difhonour. 

CRISTINA.  Give  me  the  manner — quick — foft, 

good  LAERTES  !  [They  retire. 

SCENE       VII. 

Enter  CRISTIERN,  TROLLIO,  PETERSON,  DANES, 

&c. 

CRIST.   Damn'd!    double  traitor!    O   curfed, 

falfe  ARVIDA! 

Guard  well  theSwediih  prifoners,  bind  them  hard — 
Stand  to  your  arms — Bring  forth  the  captives  there ! 


SCENE 
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SCENE      VIII. 

Enter  AUGUSTA  and  GUSTAVA  guarded. 

TROLL.  My  liege 

CRIST.  Away  !  I'll  hear  no  more  of  politics. — 
Fortune !  we  will  not  truft  the  changeling  more ; 
But  wear  her  girt  upon  our  armed  loins, 
Or  pointed  in  our  grafp. 

SCENE      IX. 

Enter  an  OFFICER. 

OFF.  The  foe's  at  hand. 

With  gallant  mew  your  thoufand  Danes  rode  forth, 
But  fhall  return  no  morel — I  marked  the  aclion  : 
A  band  of  defperate  refolutes  rufh'd  on  them, 
Scarce  numbering  to  a  tenth,  and  in  mid  way 
They  clofed;  the  mock  was  dreadful,  nor  your 

Danes 
Could  bear  the  madding  charge :   a  while  they 

flood, 
Then  fhrnnk,  and  broke,  and  turned — When,  lo, 

behind, 

Faft  wheeling  from  the  right  and  left  there  pour'd, 
Who  intercepted  their  return,  and  caught 
Within  the  toil  they  perifhed. 

CRIST.  It  is  GUSTAVUS  ! 
No  mortal  elfe,  not  Ammon's  boafted  fon, 
Not  Cnefar  would  have  dared  it.     Tell  me,  fay, 
What  numbers  in  the  whole  may  they  amount  to  ? 

OFF. 


206        GUSTAVUS     V  A  S  A, 

OFF.  About  five  thoufand. 
CRIST.  And  no  more. 
OFF.  No  more, 
That  yet  appear. 

CRIST.  We  count  fix  times  their  fum . 

Hade,  foldier,  take  a  trumpet-,  tell  GUSTAVUS 
We  have  of  terms  to  offer,  and  would  treat 
Touching  his  mother's  ranfom:  fay,  her  death, 
Sufpended  by  our  grace,  but  waits  his  anfwer. 

[Exit  OFFICER. 
Madam,  it  mould  well  fuit  with  your  authority, 

[To  AUGUSTA. 

To  check  this  frenzy  in  your  fon — Look  to  it; 
Or  by  the  faints  this  hour's  your  laft  of  life  ! 

AUGUST.  Come,  my  GUSTAVA,  come,  my  little 

captive, 

We  (hall  be  free  -,  our  tyrant  is  grown  kind  ! 
And  for  thefe  chains  that  bind  thy  pretty  arms, 
The  golden  cherubim  {hall  lend  thee  wings, 
And  thou  (halt  mount  amid  the  fmiling  choir 
Of  little  heavenly  fongfters,  like  thyfelf, 
All  robed  in  innocence. 

GUSTAVA.  Will  you  go,  mother? 

AUGUST.  So  help  me,   mercy ! — Yes,    I'll  go3 

my  child ; 

And  I  will  give  thee  to  thy  father's  fondnefs, 
And  to  the  arms  of  all  thy  royal  race 
In  Heaven;  who  fit  on  thrones,  with  loves,  and  joys, 
And  pleafures,  fmiling  round. 
CRIST.  Is  this  my  anfwer  ? 
Cooie  forth,  ye  minifters  of  death3  come  forth. 

SCENE 
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SCENE      IX. 

Enter    RUFFIANS,     who     feize     AUGITTA     and 

GUSTAVA. 

Pluck  them  afunder  !  We  fhali  prove  you,  lady  ! 
'Tis  my  damn'd  lot,  thus  ever  to  be  crofled 
With  rank  blown  pride,  and  infolence  eternal. 

GUSTAVA.  O  mother,  take  me,  take  me  from 

theie  men ; 
They  fright  me  with  their  looks. 

AUGUSTA.  Alas,  my  child,  I  cannot  take  thee 
from  them. 

GUSTAVA.  O,  they  will   hurt   me :   can't   you 
take  me,  mother  ? 

AUGUSTA.  They  cannot,  cannot  hurt  you,  my 

GUSTAVA  ! 

Fear  not,  my  little  one ;  your  name  fhould  be 
A  charm  o'er  cowardice,  for  you  are  called 
After  your  valiant  brother  -,  he'll  difown  you, 
He  will  not  love  you,  if  you  fear,  GUSTAVA. 

CRISTINA.  Ah!  I  can  hold  no  longer. — Royal 

fir, 
Thus  on  my  knees,  and  lower,  lower  ftill— , 

CRIST.  My  child  !  what  mean  you  ? 

CRISTINA.  O  my  gracious  father ! 
Kill,  kill  me  rather — let  me  perifh  firft ; 
But  do  not  flain  the  fanctity  of  kings 
With  the  fweet  blood  of  helplefs  innocence- 
Do  not,  my  father !  fpare  the  little  orphans, 
And  let  the  lambs  go  free ! 

2  AUGUSTA. 
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AUGUSTA.  Ha!  who  art  thou  ? 
That  look'ft  fo  like  the  inhabitants  of  Heaven— 
Like  mercy  fent  upon  the  morning's  blufh, 
To  glad  the  heart,  and  cheer  a  gloomy  world 
With  light  'till  now  unknown  ? 

CRIST.  Away,  they  come. 
I'll  hear  no  more  of  your  ill-timed  petitions. 

CRISTINA.  O  yet  for  pity  ! 

CRIST.  I  will  none  on't — leave  me. 
Pity !  it  is  the  infant  fool  of  nature — 
Tear  off  her  hold,  and  bear  her  to  her  tent. 

[Exeunt  CRISTINA,  MARIANA,  LAERTES, 
and  Attendants. 


SCENE      X. 

Enter  an  OFFICER. 

OFF.  My  liege,  GUSTAVUS,  tho'  with  much  re- 

lu&ance, 

Confents  to  one  hour's  truce.     His  foldiers  reft 
Upon  their  arms  -9  and,  followed  by  a  few, 
He  comes  to  know  your  terms. 

CRIST.  I  fee  \  fall  back — = — 
Stand  firm — Be  ready  (laves,  and  on  the  word 
Plunge  deep  your  daggers  in  their  bofoms. 

[Points  to  AUGUSTA, 


SCENE 
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SCENE      XI. 

Enter  GUSTAVUS,  ARVIDA,  ANDERSON,   ARNOL- 

DUS,    SlVARD,    &C. 

Hold! 

GUST.  Ha! — it  is,  it  is  my  mother! 

CRIST.  Tell  me,  GUSTAVUS,   tell   me,   why  is 

this? 

That,  as  a  ftream  diverted  from  the  banks 
Of  fmooth  obedience,  thou  haft  drawn  thofe  men 
Upon  a  dry  unchannel'd  enterprise, 
To  turn  their  inundation  ? — Are  the  lives 
Of  my  mifguided  people  held  fo  light, 
That  thus  thou'dft  pufh  them  on    the  keen  re 
buke 

Of  guarded  majefty  ;  where  juftice  waits, 
All  awful,  and  refiitlefs,  to  affert 
The  impervious  rights,  the  fanctitude  of  kings, 
And  blaft  rebellion  ? 

GUST.  Juftice  ! — fanflitude ! — 
And  rights!— O  patience!  rights! — what  rights, 

thou  tyrant  ? 

Yes,  if  perdition  be  the  rule  of  pouer, 
If  wrongs  give  right;  O  then,  fupretne  in  mifchief ! 
Thou  wert  the  lord,  the  monarch  of  the  world, 
Too  narrow  for  thy  claim  !  But  if  thou  think  Jil 
That  icrowns  are  vilely  propertied,  like  coin, 
To  be  the  means,  the  fpecialty  of  luft, 
And  fenfual  attribution — if  thou  think'ft 
That  empire  is  of  tkled  birth,  or  blood  •, 
That  nature,  in  the  proud  behalf  of  one, 
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Shall  difcnfranchife  all  her  lordly  race, 
And  bow  her  general  iflue  to  the  yoke 
Of  private  domination — then,  thou  proud  one, 
Here  know  me  for  thy  king  ! — Howe'er  be  told, 
Not  claim  hereditary,  not  the  truft 
Of  frank  election, 

Not  even  the  high  anointing  hand  of  Heaven, 
Can  authorize  opprefllon  -,  give  a  law 
For  lawlefs  power  j  wed  faith  to  violation  5 
On  reafon  build  mifrule,  or  juftly  bind 
Allegiance  to  injuftice— -Tyranny 
Abfolves  all  faith  j  and  who  invades  our  rights, 
Howe'er  his  own  commence,  can  never  be 
But  an  nfurper — But  for  thee,  for  thee 
There  is  no  name! — thou  haft  abjured  mankind; 
Dafh'd  fafety  from  thy  bleak  unfocial  fide, 
And  waged  wild  war  with  univerfal  nature  ! 
CRIST.  Licentious   traitor!    thou  canft  talk  it 

largely — 

Who  made  thee  umpire  of  the  rights  of  kings, 
And  power,  prime  attribute — as  on  thy  tongue 
The  poife  of  battle  lay,  and  arms,  offeree, 
To  throw  defiance  in  the  front  of  duty  ? 
Look  round,  unruly  boy,  thy  battle  comes 
Like  raw,  disjointed  muftering  -9  feeble  wrath  1 
A  war  of  waters  borne  againft  the  rock 
Of  our  firm  continent,  to  fume,  and  chafe, 
And  fliiver  in  the  toil. 

GUST.  Miftaken  man  ! 
I  come  impower'd,  and  ftrengthen'd  in  thy  weak- 

nefs. 
For  tho'  the  ftruclure  of  a  tyrant's  throne 

Rife 
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Rife  on  the  necks  of  half  the  fuMerlng  world, 
Fear  trembles  in  the  cement ;  prayers  and  tears, 
And  fecret  curfes,  fap  its  mouldering  bafe, 
And  fleal  the  pillars  of  allegiance  from  it : 
Then,  let  a  fingle  arm  but  dare  the  fway, 
Headlong  it  turns,  and  drives  upon  deftruction. 

TROLL.  Profane,  and  alien  to  the  love  of  Heaven! 
Art  thou  ftill  hardened  to  the  wrath  divine, 
That  hangs  o'er  thy  rebellion  ? — Know'ft  thou  not, 
Thou  art  at  enmity  with  grace  ?  caft  out, 
Made  an  anathema,  a  curfe  enrolled 
Among  the  faithful,  thou  and  thy  adherents 
Shorn  from  our  holy  church,  and  offered  up 
As  facred  to  damnation  ? 

GUST.  Yes,  I  know, 

When  fuch  as  thou,  with  facrilegious  hand, 
Seize  on  the  apoftolic  key  of  Heaven, 
It  then  becomes  a  tool  for  crafty  knaves 
To  (hut  out  virtue;  and  unfold  thofe  gates, 
That  Heaven  itfelf  had  barr'd  againft  the  lulls 
Of  avarice  and  ambition — Soft,  and  fweet, 
As  looks  of  charity,  or  voice  of  lambs 
That  bleat  upon  the  morning,  are  the  words 
Of  Chriftian  Meeknefs  !  miffion  all  divine! 
The  Law  of  Love  fole  mandate — But  your  gall, 
Ye  Swedifh  prelacy !  your  gall  hath  turn'd 
The  words  of  fweet,  but  indigefted  peace, 
To  wrath  and  bitternefs — Ye  hallowed  men  ! 
In  whom  vice  fanctifies  •,  whofe  precepts  teach 
Zeal  without  truth,  religion  without  virtue ; 
Who  ne'er  preach  Heaven,  but  with  a  downward 
eye 

P  2  That 
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That  turns  your  fouls  to  drofs;  who  fhouting  Ioof6 
The  dogs  of  hell  upon  us  ! — thefts,  and  rapes, 
Sack'd  towns,  *and  midnight  howlings  thro'  the 

realm, 

Receive  your  fan&ion — O  it  is  glorious  mifchief, 
When  vice  turns  holy,  puts  religion  on, 
AffumeG  the  robe  pontifical,  the  eye 
Of  faintly  elevation,  blefieth  fin, 
And  makes  the  feal  of  fweet  offended  Heaveri 
A  fign  of  blood,  a  label  for  decrees 
That  hell  would  fhrink  to  own.— - 

CRIST.  No  more  of  this. 
GUSTAVUS,  would'lt  thou  yet  return  to  grace, 
And  hold  thy  motions  in  thefphere  of  duty, 
Acceptance  might  be  found. 

GUST.  Imperial  fpoiler ! 
Give  me  my  father*  give  me  back  my  kindred  5 
Give  me  the  fathers  of  ten  thoufand  orphans^ 
Give  me  the  fons  in  whom  thy  ruthlefs  fword 
Has  left  our  widows  childkfs :  mine  they  were — •• 
Both  mine,  and  every  Swede's,  whofe  patriot  breaft 
Bleeds  in  his  country's  woundings !   O  thou  can'ft 

not  •, 

Thou  haft  out-finn'd  all  reckoning!  Give  me  then 
My  all  that's  left — my  gentle  mother  there  ; 
And  fpare  yon  little  trembler  ! 

CRIST.  Yes,  on  terms 
Of  compact,  and  fubrmffion. 

GUST.  Ha  !  with  thee  ? 
Compact  with   thee !— and  mean'ft  thou  for  rny 

country  ? 
For  Sweden  ?  No — fo  hold  my  heart  but  firm, 

Altho* 
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Altho'  it  wring  for  it ;  tho'  blood  drop  for  tears, 
And  at  the  fight  my  (training  eyes  ftart  forth — 
They  both  Ihall  perifh  firft. 

CRIST.  Slaves,  do  your  office. 

GUST.    Hold  yet, — Thou    can'ft    not    be    fo 

damn'd. — My  mother! 

I  dare  not  afk  thy  blefling — Where's  ARVIDA  ? 
Where  art   thou  ?    Come,  my  friend,  thou   haft 

known  temptation — 
And  therefore  beft  can'ft  pity,  or  fupport  me. 

ARV.  Alas!  I   (hall  but  ferve  to   weigh   thee 

downward  •, 

To  pull  thee  from  the  dazzling,  fightlefs  height, 
At  which  thy  virtue  foars.     For,  O  GUSTAVUS, 
My  foul  is  dark,  difconfolate  and  dark: 
Sick  to  the  world>  and  hateful  to  myfelf, 
I    have   no  country  now  \    I    have   nought   but 

thee, 

And  fhould  yield  up  the  intereft  of  mankind, 
Where  thine's  in  queftion. 

AUGUSTA.  See,  my  fon  relents ; 
Behold,  O  king  !—  yet  fpare  us  but  a  moment : 
His  little  fifter  ihall  embrace  his  knees  •, 
And  thefe  fond  arms,  around  his  duteoqs  neck, 
Shall  join  to  bend  him  to  us. 

CRIST.  Could  I  truft  ye • 

ARV.  I'll  be  your  hoftage. 

CRIST.  Granted. 

XJUST.  Hold,  my  friend. 

[ARVIDA  breaks  from  GUSTAVUS,  and  pafles  to 
CRISTIERN'S  party,  while  AUGUSTA  and 
GUSTAVA  go  over  to  GUSTAVUS. 
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AUGUSTA,  Is  it  then  given,  yet  given  me,  'ere 

Idle, 

To  fee  thy  face,  GUSTAVUS? — thus  to  gaze, 
To  touch,  to  fold  thee  thus  ? — My  fon,  my  fon  ! 
And  have  1  lived  to  this  ?  It  is  enough, 
All  arm'd,  and  in  thy  country's  precious  caufe 
Terribly  beauteous,  to  behold  thee  thus ! 
Why,  'twas  my  only,  hourly  fuit  to  Heaven, 
And  now  'tis  granted.     O  my  glorious  child, 
Blefl  were  the  throes  I  felt  for  thee,  GUSTAVUS  ! 
For  from  the  bread,  from  out  your  fwathing  bands, 
You  (lepp'd  the  child  of  honour. 

GUST.  O  my  mother  ! — » 

AUGUSTA.  Why  (lands  that  water  trembling  in 

thy  eye  ? 

Why  heaves  thy  bofom  ?  Turn  not  thus  away — 
*Tis  the  laft  time  that  we  mud  meet,  my  child, 
And  I  will  have  thee  whole.     Why,  why,  GUST 

TAVUS, 

Why  is  this  form  of  heavinefs  ?  For  me 
I  truft  it  is  not  meant ;  you  cannot  think 
So  poorly  of  me  :  I  grow  old,  my  fon ; 
And  to  the  utmoft  period  of  mortality, 
I  ne'er  fhould  find  a  death's  hour  like  to  this, 
Whereby  to  do  thee  honour. 

GUST.  Roman  patriots  ! 
Ye  Decji,  ielf  devoted  to  your  country  ! 
You  gave  no  mothers  up! — Will  annals  yield 
No  precedent  for  this,  no  elder  boaft 
Whereby  to  match  my  trial  ? 

AUGUSTA.   No,  GUSTAVUS; 
{Tor  Heave*  {till  fquares  our  trial  to  our  ftrength, 

And 


GUSTAVUS    VASAi         215 

And  thine  is  of  the  foremoft — Noble  youth  ! 
Even  I,  thy  parent,  with  a  confcious  pride, 
Have  often  bowed  to  thy  fuperior  virtues. 
O,  there  is  but  one  bitternefs  in  death, 
One  only  fling 

GUST.  Speak,  fpeak ! 

AUGUSTA.  'Tis  felt  for  thee. 
Too  well  I  know  thy  gentlenefs  of  foul, 
Melting  as  babes;  even  now  the  preiTure's  on  thee, 
And  bends  thy  lovelinefs  to  earth — O,  child! 
The  dear  but  fad  foretafle  of  thy  afflidHon 
Already  kills  thy  mother — But  behold, 
Behold  thy  valiant  followers,  who  to  thee, 
And  to  the  faith  of  thy  prote&ing  arm, 
Have  given  ten  thoufand  mothers ;  daughters  too, 
Who  in  thy  virtue  yet  may  learn  to  bear 
Millions  of  free-born  fons  to  blefs  thy  name, 
And  pray  for  their  deliverer — O  farewell ! 
This,  and  but  this— the  very  lad  adieu  ! 
Heaven  fit  victorious  on  thy  arm,  my  fon  ! 
And  give  thee  to  thy  merits  ! 

CRIST.  Ah,  thou  traitorefs ! 

GUSTAVA.  O  brother,  ar'n't  you  flronger  than 

that  man  ? 
Don't  let  him  take  my  mother. 

AUGUSTA.  See,  GUSTAVUS, 
My  little  captive  waits  for  one  embrace. 

GUST.  Come  to  my  arms,  thou  lamb-like   fa- 

crifice  ! 

O  that  they  were  of  force  to  fold  thee  ever, 
To  let  thee  to  my  heart !  there  lock  thee  clofe, 
And  circle  thee  with  life  ! — But  'twill  not  be  ! 
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GUSTAVA.  Til  ftay  with  you,  my  brother. 
GUST.  Killing  innocence  ! — 
That  I  was  born  to  fee  this  hour ! 
The  pains  of  hell  are  on  me  ! — Take  her,  mother! 
GUSTAVA.  I  will  not  part  with  you,  indeed,  I 

will  not ! 
GUST.  Take  her — Detraction!  Hafle,  my  dearer^ 

mother : 

O — elfe  I  fhall  run  mad — quire  mad,  and  fave  ye. 
ARV.  Hold,  madam  !  — Hear  me,    then  moil 

dear  GUSTAVUS  ! — - 

Thus  low  1  bend  my  prayer — rejetft  me  not: — 
If  once,  if  ever  thou  didft  love  ARVIDA, 
O  leave  me  here  to  anfwcr  to  the  wrath 
Of  this  fell  tyrant.     Save  thy  honour'd  mother, 
And  that  fweet  lamb  from  {laughter! 
GUST.  Cruel  friendship  I 
CRIST.  And  by  my  life  I'd  take  thee  at  thy 

word, 
Thou  doubly  damn'd !    but  that  I  know  'twould 

pleafe  thee. 
AUGUSTA.  No,  generous  prince,  thy  blood  fhall 

never  be 

The  price  of  our  difhonour,     Come,  my  child  ! — 
Weep  nor,  fweet  babe,  there  fhall  no  harm  come 

n'gh  thee. 
CRIST.  'Tis  well,    proud  dame;    you   are  re- 

turn'd  I  fee > 

Each   to    his  charge — Here  break    we   off,  GUS 
TAVUS; 

For  to  the  very  teeth  of  thy  rebellion 
We  dafh  defiance  back. 

GUST, 
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GUST.  Alas,  my  mother! 
Grief  choaks  up  utterance,  elfe  I  have  to  fay 
What  never  tongue  unfolded — Yet  return, 
Come  back,  and  I  will  give  up  all  to  fave  thee; 
For  on  the  covering  of  thy  facred  head 
My  heart  drops  blood.     Thou   fountain  of  my 

life! 

Dearer  than  mercy  is  to  kneeling  penitence, 
My  early  bleffing,  firft  and  lateft  joy — 
Return,  return,  and  fave  thy  loft  GUSTAVUS  ! 

CRIST.  No  more,  thou  trifler  ! 

AUGUSTA.  O  farewel  for  ever ! 

[Exeunt  CRISTIERN  and  his  Party.     GUSTAVUS 
and  his  Party  remain. 

GUST.  Then  me  is  gone — ARVIDA  !  ANDERSON  ! 
For  ever  gone! — ARNOLDUS,  friends,  where  are  ye? 
Help  here,  heave,  heave  this  mountain  from  me 

~:0 

Heaven  keep  my  fcnfes ! — So — We  will  to  battle  j 
But  Jet  no  banners  wave— Be  ftill  thou  trump, 
And  every  martial  found  that  gives  the  war 
To  pomp  or  levity  !  for  vengeance  now 
Is  clad  with  heavy  arms,  fedately  ftern; 
.  Refolv'd,  but  filent  as  the  flaughter'd  heaps 
O'er  which  my  foul  is  brooding. 

ARN.  O  GUSTAVUS  ! 

Is  there  a  Swede  of  us,  whofe  fvvord  and  foul 
Grapples  not  to  thee,  as  to  all  they  hold 
Of  earthly  eftimation  ?  Said  I  more, 
It  were  but  half  my  thought. 

AND.  On  thee  we  gaze, 
As  one  unknown  'till  this  important  hour ; 
Pre-eminent  of  men ! 

Szv. 
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Siv.  Accurs'd  be  he, 

Who,  in  thy  leading,  will  not  fight,  and  ftrive, 
And  bleed,  and  gafp  with  pleafure  ! 

AND.  We  are  thine  ; 

All,  all,  both  we  and  ours,  whom  thou  this  day 
Haft  dearly  purchafed. 

ARN.  Tho',  to  yield  us  up, 
Had  fcarce  been  lefs  than  virtue. 

GUST.  O  my  friends  ! 
I  lee,  'tis  not  for  man  to  boaft  his  flrength 
Before  the  trial  comes — This  very  hour, 
Had  1  a  thoufand  parents,  all  feem'd  light 
When  weigh'd  againft  my  country ;  and  but  now, 
One  mother  feem'd  of  weight  to  poize  the  world, 
Tho'  confcious  truth  and  reafon  were  againfl  her, 
For,  O,  howe'er  the  partial  pafTions  fway, 
High  Heaven  afligns  but  one  unbiafs'd  way; 
Direct  thro'  every  oppofition  leads, 
Where  (helves  decline,  and  many  a  fteep  impedes. 
Here  hold  we  on,  tho'  thwarting  fiends  alarm ; 
Here  hold  we  on,  tho'  devious  Syrens  charm ! 
In  Heaven's  difpofing  power  events  unite; 
Nor  aught  can  happen  wrong,  to  him  who  acts 
aright. 


END    OF    THE    FOURTH    ACT, 


ACT 
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C       T        V. 


SCENE    the  ROYAL  TENT 


Enter  CRISTINA  and  MARIANA. 

CRISTINA.  TJARK!    MARIANA,  lift! — No-* 

il         All  is  filent 

It  was  not  fancy  Cure — didft  thou  hear  aught  ? 

MAR.  Too  plain;  the  voice  of  terror  feiz'd  my 

ear, 
And  my  heart  finks  within  me. 

CRISTINA.  O,  1  fear 

The  war  is  now  at  work — As  winds,  methought, 
Long  borne  thro'  hollow  vaults,  the  found  ap- 

proach'd  -9 

One  found,  yet  laden  wich  a  thoufand  notes 
Of  fearful  variation !  Then  it  fwell'd 
To  diftant  (houts,  now  coming  on  the  gale; 
Again  borne  backward  with  a  parting  groan, 
All  funk  to  horrid  (lillnefs. 

MAR.  Look,  my  princefs— 
Ah,  no !  withold  thy  eyes  ! — the  place  grows  dark; 
A  fudden  cloud  of  forrow  flains  the  day, 
And  jhrows  its  gloom  around. 


SCENE 
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SCENE      II. 

Enter  four  Slaves  bearing  the  bodies  of  AUGUSTA  and 
GUSTAVA  on  a  bier  covered— four  women  in  chains 
follow  weeping. 

CRISTINA.  Whence  are  ye,  fay,  you  daughters 

of  affliction  ? 

Their  fpeech  is  in  their  tears — Avert,  ye  faints! 
Avert   that  thought! — Soft!  hold  ye!  1  have  a 

tear 

For  every  mourner — Ah  !     [Looks  under  the  Covering. 
MAR.  What  mean  you,  madam  ? 
CRISTINA.  Reflection  come  not  there!    See  it 

not  eyes ! — 

How  art  thou  fpilt,  thou  blood  of  royalty  ! — 
Clofe  at  the  palenefs  of  its  parent  breaft 
The  babe  lies  flanghter'd ! — Tell  me,    who  did 

this  ?— 

No,  hold  ye  !  Say  not  that  my  father  did  it ; 
For  duty  then  turns  rebel— Cruel  father  ! 
O,  that  fome  villager,  whofe  early  toil 
Lifts  the  penurious  morfel  to  his  mouth, 
Had  claim'd  my  birth!  ambition  had  not  then 
Thus  ftepp'd  'twixt  me  and  Heaven. 

MAR.  Go,  bear  it  hence 

Turn,  turn,  my  royal  miftrefs! 
CRISTINA.  Ah,  AUGUSTA  ! 
Among  thy  foes  thou  art  fallen,  thou  art  fallen  in 

virtue ! — 

Exalt  thyfelf,  O  guilt !  For  here  the  good 
Have  none  who  may  lament  them.     Sit  we  down  •, 

For 
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For  I  grow  weary  of  the  world.     Let  death 
Within  his  vanity  durance,  dark  and  ftill, 
Receive  me  too-,  and  where  the  afflicted  reft, 
There  fold  me  in  for  ever. • 


SCENE      III. 

Enter  LAERTES. 

LAER.  Afife,  CRISTINA  !  fly,  thou  royal  virgin! 
This  morn  beheld  thee  miflrefs  of  the  north, 
Bright  heir  of  Scandinavia ;  and  this  hour 
Has  left  thee  not,  throughout  thy  wide  dominions, 
Whereon  to  reft  thy  foot. 

CRISTINA.  Now,  praife  to  Heaven  ! 
Say  but  my  father  lives. 

LAER.  At  your  command 
1  went  -,  and,  from  a  neighbouring  fummit,  view'd 
Where  either  hoft  ftood  adverfe,  fternly  wedg'd  •, 
Keflefting  on  each  other's  gloomy  front, 
Fell  hate  and  fix'd  defiance — When  at  once 
The  foe  moved  on,  attendant  to  the  fteps 
Of  their  GUSTAVUS — He,  with  mournful  pace, 
Came  (low  and  filent ;  'till  two  haplefs  Danes 
Prick'd  forth,  and  on  his  helm  difcharg'd  their 

fury  : 

Then  rouz'd  the  lion  !  To  my  wondring  fight 
His  ftature  grew  twofold  5  before  his  eye 
All  force  feem'd  wither'd,  and  his  horrid  plume 
Shook  wild  difmay  around:  as  Heaven's  dread 

bolt, 
He  fhot,  he  pierc'd  our  legions  j  in  his  ftrengch 

His 
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His  Ihouting  fquadron  gloried,  rufhing  on 
Where  e'er  he  led  their  battle — Full  five  times, 
Hem'd  by  our  mightier  hoft,  the  foe  feem'd  loft, 
And  fwallow'd  from  my  fight ;  five  times  again 
Like  flame  they  ifiued  to  the  light — And  thrice, 
Thefe  eyes  beheld  him,  they  beheld  GUSTAVU& 
Unhors'd,  and  by  a  hoft  girt  fingly  in ; 
And  thrice  he  broke  thro*  all. 

CRISTINA.  My  blood  runs  chill. 

LAER.  With  fuch  a  ftrenuous,  fuch  a  labour'd 

conflict. 

Sure  never  field  was  fought — until  GUSTAVUS 
Aloud  cried,  Victory  !  and  on  his  fpear 
High  rear'd  the  imperial  diadem  of  Denmark. 
Then  flack'd  the  battle  -,  then  recoiFd  our  hoft  ; 
His,  echoed,  Vi&ory  !  and  now  would  know 
No  bounds ;  rout  follow'd,  and  the  face  of  fight— r 
— She  heeds  me  not. 

CRISTINA.  O,  ill  ftarr'd  royalty ! 
My  father !  Cruel,  dear,  unhappy  father ! 
Summon'd  fo  fudden!  fearful,  fearful  thought ! — « 
Step  in,  iweet  mercy!  For  thy  time  was — Ha! 

SCENE       IV. 

Enter  CRISTIERN  flying  without  his  helmet,  in  difordef, 
his  fword  broke,  and  his  garments  ^body;  he  throws- 
away  his  fword,  and  fpeaks. 

CRIST.  Give  us  new  arms  of  proof—frefh  horfes 

— quick ! 
A  watch  without  there—Set  a  ftandard  up 

To 
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To  guide  our  fcattered  powers !  Hade,  my  friends, 

hafte ! 

We  muft  be  gone—  O  for  fome  cooling  ftream 
To  flake  a  monarch's  third ! 
LAER.  A  poft,  my  liege, 
A  fecond  poft  from  Denmark  fays 

CRIST.  All's  loft.— 

Is  it  not  fo  ?  Be  gone !  Perdition  choak  thee — 
Give  me  a  moment's  folitude — Thought,  thought, 
Where  wouldft  thou  lead  ? 

CRISTINA.  He  fees  me  not — Alas,    alas,   my 

father ! 

O,  what  a  war  there  lives  within  his  eye, 
Where  greatnefs  ftruggles  to  furvive  itfelf !   f 
I  tremble  to  approach  him ;  yet  I  fain 
Would  bring  peace  to  him — Don't  you  know  me, 

fir? 

My  father,  look  upon  me,  look,  my  father  ! 
Why  (trains  your  lip,  and  why  that  doubtful  eye 
Thro'  fury  melting  o'er  me  ?  Turn,  ah,  turn ! 
I  cannot  bear  its  foftnefs — How  ?  nay,  then, 
There  is  a  falling  dagger  in  that  tear, 
To  kill  thy  child,  to  murder  thy  CRISTINA. 
CRIST.  Then  thou  art  CRISTINA  ? 
CRISTINA.  Yes. 
CRIST.  My  child  ? 
CRISTINA^  I  am. 
CRIST,  Curfe  me,  then,  curfeme! — Join  with 

heaven  and  earth 
And  hell  to  curfe  ! 

CRISTINA.  Alas!  on  me,  my  father, 
Thy  curfes  be  on  me ;  but  on  thy  head 

Fall 
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Fall  bleillngs  from  that  Heaven  which  has  this  day- 
Preferv'd  thy  life  in  battle  ! 

CRIST.  What  have  I 

To  do  with  Heaven  ?  Damnation  !  What  am  I? 
All  frail  and  tranfient  as  my  laps'd  dominions  ! 
Even  now  the  folid  earth  prepares  to  flide 
From  underneath  me.     Nature's  power  cries  out, 
Leave  him  thou  univerfe  ! — No — Hold  me  Heaven  ! 
Hold  me  thou  Heaven,  whom  I  have  forfaken  ! — 

hold 
Thy  creature,  tho*  accurs'd  F 

CRISTINA.   Patience  and  peace 
PofTefs  rhy  mind  !  Not  all  thy  pride  of  empire 
E'er  gave  fuch  bleft  fenfation,  as  one  hour 
£/f  penitence,  tho'  painful — Let  us  hence — 
Far  from  the  blood  and  buftle  of  ambition. 
Be  it  my  tafk  to  watch  thy  riling  wifli, 
To  fmooth  thy  brow,  find  comfort  for  thy  cares, 
And  for  thy  will  obedience  •,  flill  to  cheer 
The  day  with  fmiles,  and  lay  the  nightly  down. 
Beneath  thy  {lumbers. 

CRIST.  O  thou  all  that's  left  me  I— 
Even  in  the  riot,  in  the  rage  of  fight, 
Thy  guardian  virtues  watch'd  around  my  head* 
When  elfe  no  arm  could  aid — for  thro'  my  ranks. 
My  circling  troops,  the  fell  GUSTAVUS  rulh'd  : 
Vengeance  !  he  cried  ;  and  with  one  eager  hand 
Griped  fad  my  diadem — his  other  arm, 
High  rear'd  the  dcathful  fleel — fufpended  yet ; 
For  in  his  eye,  and  thro'  his  varying  face, 
Conflicting  paflions  fought— He  look'd — he  flood 
In  wrath  reluctant—- then,  with  gentler  voice, 

"  CRISTINA 


GUSTAVUS    VASA.        ^25 

"  CRISTINA thou haft  conquered!—  Go,"  he  cried, 
J*  I  yield  thee  to  her  virtues.5' 


SCENE      V. 
Enter  TROLLIO,  and  Guards  with  Swords  drawn. 

TROLL.  Hade,  O  king  !— 
The  foe  has  hem'd  us  round — O  hafte  to  fave 
Thyfelf  and  us ! 

CRIST.   Tby  fword.  [Takes  a  fword  from  one  of 

the  guards. 

TROLL.  What  means  my 

CRIST.  Villain! 
Well  thought,  by  hell!— Ha!  Yes, — thouartour 

minifter, 

The  reverend  monitor  of  vice — the  foil, 
Baneful  and  rank  with  every  principle, 
^Whence  grow  the   crimes  of  kings !  Firft  perifh 

tllOU —  [Stabs  him. 

Who  taught  the  throne  of  power  to  fix  on  fear, 
And  raife  its  fafety  from  the  public  ruin  ! 
Fall  thou  into  the  gulph  thyfelf  haft  fixt 
Between  the  prince  and  people ;  cutting  off 
Communion  from  the  ear  of  royalty, 
And  mercy  from  complaint — Away,  away  ! 
Thy  death,  old  man,  be  on  thy  monarch's  head — 
On  thine,  the  blood  of  all  thy  countrymen, 
Who  fell  beneath  thy  counfels  !  [Exeunt. 

TROLLIO  attempts  to  rife,  and  then  fpeaks. 

TROLL.  Thou  bloody  tyrant !— Late,  too  Jate 

I  find, 
VoL,IL  Nor 
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ISJ.or  faith, 'nor  gratitude,  nor  friendly  truft, 

No  force  of  obligations,  can  fubfift 

Between  the  guilty — O,  let  none  afpire 

To  be  a  king's  convenience!   Has  he  virtues, 

Thofe  are  his  own  •,  his  vices  are  his  minifter's. 

Who  dares  to  ftep  'twixt  envy  and  the  throne, 

Alike  to  feel  the  caprice  of  his  prince, 

As  public  dcteftation.  —  Ha  !   I  am  going — 

But  whither? — No  one  near!  to  feel !  to  catch  ! 

The  world  b>ut  for^n  inftant!  for  one  ray 

To  guide  my  foul ! — Her  way  grows  wondrous  dark, 

And  down,  down,  down!  [Dies. 

SCENE      VI. 

Enter  GUSTAVUS,  ANDERSON,  ARNOLDUS,  SIVARD, 
&c,  in  Triumph. 

GUSTAVUS  advances,  and  the  reft  range  themfelves  on  each 
fide  of  the  Stage. 

GUST.  That  we  have  conquer'd,  firft  we  bend 
to  Heaven ! 

AND.  And  nexttothee! 

ALL.  To  thee,  to  thee,  GUSTAVUS  ! 

GUST.  No,  matchlefs  men  !  my  brothers  of  the 

war ! 

Be  it  my  greateft  glory  to  have  mixt 
My  arms  with  yours,  and  to  have  fought  for  once 
Like  to  a  Dalecarlian  ;  like  to  you, 
The  fires  of  honour,  of  a  new-born  fame, 
To  be  tranfmitted,  from  your  great  memorial, 
f  o  climes  unknown,  to  age  fucceeding  age, 
Till  time  mall  verge  upon  eternity, 

d  patriots  be  no  more — 
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ARM.  Behold,  my  lord, 

The  Danifh  prifoners,  and  the  traitor  PETERSON, 
Attend  their  fate. 

GUST.  Send  home  the  Danes  with  honour  ; 
And  let  them  better  learn,  from  our  example, 
To  treat  whom  next  they  conquer,  with  humanity. 

AND.  But  then  for  PETERSON  ! 

GUST.  His  crimes  are  great. 
A  fingle  death  were  a  reward  for  treafon : 
Let  him  (till  languiih— let  him.  be  exiled; 
No  more  to  fee  the  land  of  liberty, 
The  hills  of  Sweden,  nor  the  native  fields 
Of  known,  endear'd  idea. 

AND.  Royal  fir, 

This  is  to  pardon,  to  encourage  villains ; 
And  hourly  to  expofe  that  facred  life, 
Where  all  our  fafety  centers. 

GUST.  Fear  them  not. 
The  fence  of  virtue  is  a  chief's  bed  caution ; 
And. the  firm  furety  of  my  people's  hearts 
Is  all  the  guarcl  that  e'er  fhall  wait  GUSTAVUS; 
I  am  a  foldier  from  my  youth.  •,  yet  ANDERSON, 
Thefe  wars,  where  man  mult  wound  himfelf  in 

man, 

Jiave  fomewhat  fhocking  in  them  :  truft  me,  friend, 
Except  in  fuch  a  caufe  as  this  day's  quarrel, 
I  would  not  flied  a  fingle  wretch's  blood 
For  the  world's  empire  ! 

ARN.  O  exalted  Sweden  ! 

Bleft  people!— Heaven!  wherein  have  we  defer v'd 
A  man  like  this  to  rule  us  ? 

02  SCENE 
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SCENE      VII. 

Enter  ARVIDA  leading  in  CRISTINA.     He  runs  to 
GUSTAVUS. 

GUST.  My  ARVIDA  ! 

ARV.  My  king!  O  hail!  Thus  let  me  pay  my 

homage.  [Kneels. 

GUST.  Rife,  rife,  nor  ftiame  our  friendfhip. 

ARV.  See,  GUSTAVUS  !  Behold,  nor  longer  won 
der  at  my  frailty. 

GUST.  Be  faithful  eyes !  Ha !  Yes,  it  mull  be  fo. 
'Tis  me — For  Heaven  would  chufe  no  other  form 
Wherein  to  treafure  every  mental  virtue. 

CRISTINA.  Renown'd  GUSTAVUS!  mightieft  a- 

mong  men  ! 

If  fuch  a  wretch,  the  captive  of  thy  arms, 
Trembling  and  awed  in  thy  fuperior  prefence, 
May  find  the  grace  that  every  other  finds  — 
For  thou  artfaid  to  be  of  wondrous  goodnefs! — 
Then  hear — and  O  excufe  a  foe's  prefumption! — 
While  low,  thus  low  you  fee  a  fuppliant  child, 
"Now  pleading  for  a  father,  for  a  dear, 
Much  loved;  if  cruel,  yet  unhappy  father. 
O,  let  him  'fcape  who  ne'er  can  wrong  thee  more ! 
If  he  with  circling  nations  could  not  ftand 
Againft  thee  fmgly;  fmgly,  what  can  he, 
When  thou  art  fenced  with  nations  ? 

GUST.  Ha!  that  pofture ! 
O  rife— furprifed,  my  eye  perceiv'd  it  not. 
CRISTINA  !  thou  all  form'd  for  excellence  I 

I  have 
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I  have  much  to  fay,  but   that   my  tongue,  my 

thoughts 

Are  troubled,  warr'd  on  by  unufual  paffions. 
*Twas  hence  thou  had'ft  it  in  thy  power  to  aik, 
'Ere  I  could  offer — Come,  my  friend,  afiift, 
Inftruct  me  to  be  grateful.     O  CRISTINA  ! 
I  fought  for  freedom,  not  for  crowns,  thou  fair 

one  ! 

They  (hall  fit  brighter  on  that  beauteous  head, 
Whofe  eye  might  awe  the  monarchs  of  the  earth, 
And  light  the  world  to  virtue— My  ARV/DA  ! 

ARV.  O  great  and  good,  and  glorious  to  the  lad! 
I  read  thy  foul,  I  fee  the  generous  conflict, 
And  come  to  fix,  not  trouble  thy  repofe.    . 
Could  you  but  know  with  what  an  eager  hade 
I  fprung  to  execute  thy  late  commands  •, 
To  fhieid  this  lovely  object  of  thy  cares, 
And  give  her  thus,  all  beauteous  to  thy  eyes  ! 
For  1  have  no  blifs  but  thine,  have  loft  the  form 
Of  every  with  that's  foreign  to  thy  happinefs. 
But,  O,  my  king !  my  conqueror !  my  GUSTAVUS  ! 
It  grieves  me  much  that  thou  muft  fhortly  mourn, 
Even  on  the  day  in  which  thy  country's  freed, 
That  crowns  thy  arms  with  conqueft  and  CRISTINA. 

GUST.  Alas !  your  cheek  is  pale — You  bleed, 
my  brother ! 

ARV.  I  do  indeed  — to  death. 

GUST.  You  have  undone  me  : 
Ram,  headftrong  man!  O  was  this  well,  ARVIDA? 

[Turns  from  him. 

ARV.  Pardon,  GUSTAVUS  !   mine's  the  common 
lot, 

Q.3 
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The  fate  of  thoufands  fallen  this  day  in  battle. 

I  had  refolv'd  on  life,  to  fee  you  bled  ; 

To  fee  my  king  and  his  CRISTINA  happy. 

Turn,  thou  belov'd,  thou  honbuf'd  next  to  Heaven! 

And  to  thy  arms  receive  a  penitent, 

Who  never  more  ihall  wrong  thee. 

GUST.  O  ARVIDA  I— 
Friend  !   friend  !  [Turns  and  embraces  him, 

ARV.  Thy  heart  beats  comfort  to  me! — In  this 

breaft, 

Let  thy  ARVIDA,  let  thy  friend  furvive. 
O,  ftrip  his  once  lov'd  image  of  its  frailties  -9 
And  {trip  it  too  of  every  fonder  thought, 
That  may  give  thee  affliction — Do,  GUSTAVUS — 
It  is  my  laft  requeft — for  Heaven  and  thou 
Are  all  the  care  and  bufmefs — of  ARVIDA.      [Dies!- 

GUST.  Friend!  Brother!   fpeak — He's  gone — 

and  here  is  all 

That's  left  of  him  who  was  my  life's  bed  treafure. 
How  art  thou  fallen,  thou  greatly  valiant  man  ! 
In  ruin  graceful,  like  the  warrior  fpear 
Tho'  ihiver'd  in  the  duft — fo  fall  GUSTAVUS! — 
But  thou  art  fped,  hail  reach'd  the  goal  before  me; 
And  one  light  lapfe  throughout  thy  courfe  in  virtue, 
Shews  only  thou  wer't  man,  ordain'd  to  itrive, 
But  not  attain  perfection. — — 
Doft  thou  too  weep  ?  tranfcendent,lovelieil  maid  ? — . 
Pardon  a  heart  o'ercharg'd  with  iwelling  grief, 
That  in  thy  prefence  will  not  be  exiled, 
Tho'  every  joy  dwells  round  thee. 

CRISTINA.  O  GUSTAVUS  ! 
A  bofom  pure  like  thine  mud  foon  regain 
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The  heart- felt  happinefs  that  dwells  with  virtue ; 
And  Heaven  on  all  exterior  circumftance 
Shall  pour  the  balm  of  peace,  fhall  pay  thee  back 
The  blifs  of  nations,  breathing  on  thy  head 
The  fweets  that  live  within  the  prayers  of  foes 
Subdued 'unto  thy  merits — O  farewell ! 

GUST.  Thou  malt  not  part,  CRISTINA. 

CRISTINA.  O — I  muft — 

GUST.  No,    thou  art  all  that's  left  to  fweetcri 

life, 
And  reconcile  the  wearied  to  the  world. 

CRISTINA.  It  will  not  be — -I  dare  not  hear — ; 

GUST.  You  muft. 

I  am  thy  fuppliant  in  my  turn — but  O 
My  fuit  is  more,  much  more  than  life  or  empire, 
Than  man  can  merit,  or  worlds  give  without  thee. 

CRISTINA.  Now  aid  me,  aid  me  all  ye  chafter 

powers 

That  guard  a  woman's  weaknefs ! — It  is  refolv'd— 
Thy  own  example  charms  thy  fuit  to  filence. 
Nor  think  alone  to  bear  the  palm  of  virtue, 
Thou,  who  haft  taught  the  world,  when  duty  calls, 
To  throw  the  bar  of  every  wifh  behind  them  ! 
Exalted  in  that  thought,  like  thee  I  rife, 
While  every  leiTening  paffion  finks  beneath  me. 
Adieu,  adieu,  rrioft  honoured,  firft  of  men  ! 
I  go,  I  part,  I  fly,  but  to  deferve  thee. 

GUST.  Yet  ftay — a  moment — till  my  uttering 

heart 

Pour  forth  in  love,  in  wonder  pour  before  thee. 
Thou  cruel  excellence — would'ft  thou  too   leave 
me  ? 

Not 


232  GUSTAVUS     VASA. 

Not  if  the  heart,  the  arms  of  thy  GUSTAVUS 
Have  force  to  hold  thee. 

CRISTINA.  O  delightful  notes! — 
That  I  do  love  thee,  yes,  'tis  true,  my  lord  : 
The  bond  of  virtue,  friendfhip's  facred  tie, 
The  lover's  pains,  and  all  the  filler's  fondnefs, 
Mine  has  the  flame  of  every  love  within  it. 
But  I  have  a  father — guilty  if  he  be, 
Yet  is  he  old ;  if  cruel,  yet  a  father. 
Abandon'd  now  by  every  fupple  wretch 
That  fed  his  years  with  flattery,  I  am  all 
That's  left  to  calm,  to  footh  his  troubled  foul, 
To  penitence,  to  virtue ;  and  perhaps 
Reilore  the  better  empire  o'er  his  mind, 
True  feat  of  all  dominion — Yet,  GUSTAVUS, 
Yet  there  are  mightier  reafons— O  farewell ! 
Had  I  ne'er  lov'd,  I  might  have  ftaid  with  honour. 

[Exit. 

GUSTAVUS  looks  after  CRISTINA,  then  turns  and  looks  on, 
ARVIDA— ANDERSON,  ARNOLDUS,  &c.  advance. 

AND.  Behold  my  lord,  behold  the  fons  of  war, 
Of  triumph,  turn'd  to  tears  !  while  from  that  eye 
All  Sweden  takes  her  fate;  and  fmiles  around, 
Or  weeps  with  her  GUSTAVUS, 

ARN.  Wilt  thou  not  cheer  them,  fay  thou  great 
deliverer  ? 

Siv.  O  general ! 

iftDALE.  King! 

2d  DALE.  Brother! 

gd  DALE.  Father  \ 

ALL.  Friend!  ^ 

GUST. 
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GUST.  Come,  come,  my  brothers  all !  Yes,  I 

will  drive 

To  be  the  fum  of  every  title  to  ye; 
And  you  mail  be  my  fire,  my  friend  revived, 
My  filler,  mother,  all  that's  kind  and  dear, 
For  fo  GU-STAVUS  holds  ye — O  I  will 
Of  private  paflions  all  my  foul  diveft, 
Afrd  take  my  dearer  country  to  my  breaft ; 
To  public  good  transfer  each  fond  defire, 
And  clafp  my  Sweden  with  a  lover's  fire : 
Well  pleas'd,  the  weight  of  all  her  burdens  bear* 
Pifpenfe  all  pleafure,  but  engrofs  all  care : 
Still  quick  to  find,  to  feel  my  people's  woes  5 
And  wake,  that  millions  may  enjoy  repofe. 
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A    TRAGI-COMIG 

E    P    I    L    O    G    U    Es 

BY   WAY  OF   ENTERTAINMENT. 

By     Mr.     O  G  L  E* 

Intended  for  Mr.  WRIGHT,  Mrs.  GIFFARD,  and 
Mrs.  CLIVE. 

Mr.  WRIGHT. 

WELL,  ladies,  to  the  court  your  plea  fub- 
mit, 
Box>  upper-region,  gallery,  and  pit. 

Our  poet  trembling  for  his  firft  effay, 
Fear'd  to  difmifs  you,  tho'  you  faved  his  play. 

Cried  NELL  (in  pity  for  the  baflbful  rogue) 
"  Give  them  a  joke — a  joke  was  once  in  vogue! 
46  Thus  authors  ufed,  in  lefs  judicious  times, 
*c  When  merry  epilogues  were  thought  no  crimes; 

"  That  (faid  CRISTINA)  would  his  ruin  crown  5 
4C  Nothing,  but  virtue,  takes  this  virtuous  town* 
"  No !  let  his  epilogue  be  clean  and  chafte : 
«  This,  is  the  fenfe,  of  every  man  of  tafte!" — 

High  rofe  the  conflict  in  our  room  of  ftate, 
Where  tragic  kings  and  queens  maintain  debate. 
When,  lo!  we  heard  "  your  powers  begin  to  rife," 

Whofe 
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Whofe  horrid  cat-call  is  our  worifl:  excife! 
Our  inmoft  palace  felt  the  loud  dificntion  ; 
Where  each  new  tragedy's  a  new  convention. 
Whence  we  determined  without  further  pother, 
To  -give  you,  of  the  one,  and  of  the  other. 

Mrs.  GIFFARD. 

Our  author,  on  the  brave,  and  chafte,  relies  \ 
He  thinks,  the  virtuous  are  the  only  wife. 
And,  if  his  mufe,  with  voice  exalted,  fings, 
Of  camps,  and  courts;  of  minifters,  and  kings  j 
Yet,  be  not,  to  the.  great,  his  rules  confined ! 
His  moral  is,  a  lefibn  to  mankind. 
If  virtue  beauteous,  vice  deformed  he  draws ; 
You,  that  applaud  him,  found  your  own  applaufe. 
Where  vice  diftafle,  where  virtue  gives  delight, 
Alike,  who  judge,  or  paint,  are  juft  and  right. 

Virtue,  like  vice,  efcapes  the  public  eye, 
In  humble  life  *,  yet,  blazes  in  the  high. 
Hence,  tragedy,  that  owns  no  vulgar  flight, 
Shines,  with  the  king,  in  a  mild  fphere  of  light  5 
Or  vagrant,  with  the  tyrant,  ilrains  to  run, 
A  burning  comet!  not  a  cheering  fun! 
That  worth  is  worth,  be  by  GUSTAVUS  known; 
More  glorious  in  a  mine,  than  on  a  throne ! 
And,  for  CRISTINA,  might  I  hope  a  fmile, 
•Lefs  great  was  me,  in  empire,  than  exile  ! 

Some  worth,  it  Ihows,  to  aim  at  worthy  praife. — 
Then,  wither  not  the  plant,  that  you  may  raife ! 
Cruih.  not  his  youth.  No ! — give  him  age  to  fpread! 
For,  we  have  heard  you  rumbling  o'er  his  head. 
Fell  a  few  flaihes,  with  portentous  blaze, 

To 
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To  blaft  the  ambitious  branches  of  his  bays  ? 
Yet,  if  foft  forrows  ftream'd  from  virtuous  eyes* 
If  rofe  from  generous  breafts  regaling  fighs  : 
Refrefhed  by  the  attack,  the  laurel  ftands, 
And  dares  the  loudeft  thunder — of  your  hands. 

Mrs.  CLIVE. 

Great,  the  defign  !  I  grant — the  moral,  good ! 
But,  ('tis  my  weaknefs)  I  am  flefh,  and  blood. 
What  virgin,  here,  fo  tender,  and  fo  kind, 
Would  not,   her  love,  with  her  own  hands,  un 
bind  ? 

Preliminaries  fettle  in  the  dark  ? 
And,  tho'  {he  loft  her  father,  fix  her  fpark  ? 
Or,  when  fhe  bade  the  attendant,  "  Save  him!  fly!" 
Would  fhe  not  fend,  a  billet,  by-the-by  r* 
Not  article  ? — 'Tis  nonfenfe  to  fay,  Not ! 
Had  lhe  no  feel,  no  guefs,  of  what-is-what  ? 

At  her  expence,  the  great  GUSTAVUS  fhinesj 
My  lover,  he  ! — I'd  fend  him  to  his  mines. — 
ARVIDA  falls  ! — GUSTAVUS  wails  his  end  ! 
And  many  a  fpoufe  carefles  fuch  a  friend. 
Well,  let  him  wail  his  death ;  then,  rife  to  life; 
Clafp  the  fond  maid,  too  ftric"t  to  be  his  wife ! 
He  held  her,  in  his  camp  j  might  hold,  alone : 
Compulfion  fome  humanity  had  fhown. 
Thy  countrymen — will  damn  thee — thy  third  day—* 
This,  is  not,  fure,  the  true  Hibernian  way  ? 

But,  I  forgive  him — he's  a  young  beginner  1 
Not  quite  a  proftitute  !  and  yet,  a  fmner ! 
Forward,  to  pleafe  !  yet  aukward,  to  delight ! 
He  wants  a  kindly  hand  to  guide  him  right! 

A  novice 
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A  novice  yet — inflruct  him — he  will  mend- 
Full  many  a  widow  wifhes  fuch  a  friend ! 
Even  married  dames,  may  think,  a  greater  curfe 
The  flow  performer,  that  grows  worfe-and-worfe  ! 
This,  with  a  blum,  I  lay,  behind  my  fan— 
Cherifh  the  boy,  you'll  raife  him  to  a  man! 

Mr.  WRIGHT. 

The  caufe  is  heard. — Ye  gentle,  and  ye  brave, 
*Tis  yours  to  damn  him — But,  you  join  to  fave — 
Then,  hail  GUSTAVUS,  who  his  country  freed ! 
Ye  fons  of  BRITAIN,  praife  the  glorious  SWEDE! 
Who,  bravely  raifed,  and  generoufly  releas'd, 
From  blood-ftain'd  tyrant,  and  perfidious  prieft, 
The  (late  and  church,  expiring  at  a  breath ! 
Who  held  a  life  of  flavery,  worfe  than  death ! 
Reform'd  religion!  re-eftablifti'd  law  ! 
—And,  that  you  dare  to  praife  him,  hail  NASSAU  !*— 

*  The  Deliverer  of  our  Country. 


EARL  of  ESSEX; 

A 

TRAGEDY: 

AS    IT   WAS   ACTED   AT   THE 

THEATRE-ROYAL  IN  DRURY-LANE. 


PROLOGUE. 


Spoken  by  Mr.  S  H  E  R  I  D  A  N. 

WHENE'ER  the  brave,  the  generous,  and 
thejuft, 

Whene'er  the  patriot  finks  to  filent  duft., 
The  tragic  mufe  attends  the  mournful  hearfe, 
And  pays  her  tribute  of  immortal  verfe. 
Infpired  by  noble  deeds,  fhe  feeks  the  plain, 
In  honour's  caufe  where  mighty  chiefs  are  flain  ; 
And  bathes  with  tears  the  fod  that  wraps  the  dead, 
And  bids  the  turf  lie  lightly  on  his  head. 

Nor  thus  content,  (he  opens  death's  cold  womb, 
And  burfts  the  cearments  of  the  awful  tomb 
To  caft  him  up  again — to  bid  him  live, 
And  to  the  fcene  his  form  and  preffure  give. 

Thus  once  famed  Eflex  at  her  voice  appears, 
Emerging  from  the  facred  duft  of  years. 

Nor  deem  it  much,  that  we  retrace  to  night, 
A  tale  to  which  you  have  liflened  with  delight. 
How  oft  of  yore,  to  learned  Athens'  eyes, 
Did  new  Eledlras  and  new  Ph^dras  rile  ? 
In  France,  how  many  Theban  monarchs  groan 
For  Laius'  blood,  and  inceft  not  their  own  ? 
When  there  new  Iphigenias  heave  the  figh, 
Frefh  drops  of  pity  gum  from  every  eye ; 
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On  the  fame  theme  tho'  rival  wits  appear, 
The  heart  ft  ill  finds  the  fympathetic  tear. 

fff 

If  there  fofc  pity  pours  her  plenteous  ftore, 
For  fabled  kings  and  empires  now  no  more ; 
Much  more  fhould  you — from  freedom's  glorious 

plan, 

Who  ftill  inherit  all  the  rights  of  man- 
Much  more  fhould  you  with  kindred  forrows  glow 
For  your  own  chiefs,  your  own  domeftic  woe; 
Much  more  a  Britifh  ftory  fhould  impart 
The  warmeft  feelings  to  each  Britifh  heart. 


Dramatis 
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Dramatis  Perfonae. 

ESSEX,  Mr.  SHERIDAN. 

SOUTHAMPTON,  Mr.  HOLLAND. 

CECIL,  Mr.  DAVIES. 

RALEIGH,  Mr.  PACKER^ 

Lieutenant  of  the  Tower,  Mr.  ACKMAN, 

QUEEN  ELIZABETH,  Mrs.  PRITCHARD. 

Countefs  of  RUTLAND,         Mifs  MO  WAT. 
Countefs  of  NOTTINGHAM,  Mrs.  KENNEDY. 

GUARDS,  ATTENDANTS,  &c, 


THE 


E  A  R  L   of  E  S  S 


ACT    I.      SCENE    I. 


NOTTINGHAM  enters,  CECIL  following, 

NOTT.  T    EAVE  me— Away!— 
CECIL,  l^j  1  cannot  j  no — thofe  darts, 
Thofe  deep  fetch'd  fighs,  thefe  changes  of  com 
plexion, 
Mud  have  a  caufe. 

NOTT.  How  dared  you  to  intrude  ? 
'Twas  poor,  'twas  little  in  you,  thus  to  lurk, 
To  watch  and  deal  upon  my  hour  of  weaknefs, 

CECIL.  But  as  the  kind  phyfician,  who  attends 
To  learn  the  malady  of  fome  loved  patient, 
'Ere  he  adventures  to  prefcribe  the  cure, 
And   bring   the   healing   draught,    the  balm    of 

friend  (hi  p. 
NOTT.  Friendfhip  from  man  ? — Perdition  on  the 

fex! 

fathers,  and  brothers,  huibands,  lovers,  alt, 
Serve  but  to  double  or  repeat  our  chains, 
And  give  a  long  variety  of  tyrants. 

JR  3  May 
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May  every  evil,  every  pang  they  bring 

To  the  fond  hearts  of  weak  defencelels  woman, 

Return  in  tenfold  mifchiefs  on  their  heads  ! 

CECIL.   Are  none  exempt?  Can  chanty  involve 
The  harmlefs  with  the  guilty,  undiftinguifhed? 
Shall  he,  who  longs  to  do  and  fuffer  greatly, 
To  fave  the  dear  loved  object  from  affliction, 
Be  as  the  cruel  wretch  who  caufed  her  pain  ? 

NOTT.  O  CECIL! — if,  indeed,  you  ever  loved ; 
If  you  have  felt  the  (tings  of  flighted  pafTion, 
Of  heart  torn  hope,  and  raging  difappointment  •, 
You  then  will  caft  a  kindred  eye  of  pity 
On  the  moft  loft,  the  mod  undone  of  women. 
ESSEX! 

CECIL.  Ha!  what  of  ESSEX? — 

NOTT.  Read  that  letter 

CECIL.  From  him  ? 

NOTT.  The  traitor! — Read,  and  then  revenge! 
Yet  ftay — the  fcroll  that  would  reveal  my  fhame, 
And  his  unworthy  triumph — thus  I  tear, 
Thus  rend  and  fcatter  in  ten  thoufand  pieces. 

CE.CIL.  And  could  the  brave,  the  gentle,  gal 
lant  ESSEX, 

ESSEX,  whofe  name  was  fondly  tied  to  praife, 
For  whom  the  female  eye  look'd  out,  who  taught 
Their  tongues  inquiry,  and  their  ears  attention- 
Could  he  be  this  barbarian  ? 

NOTT.  I  could  tell  you, 

Did  fhame  not  fhut  up  utterance — But,  in  vain, 
I  fend  my  eyes  around,  to  find  a  friend  ; 
Some  arm  of  kind  fupport,  whereon  to  reft 
The  weight  of  forrow,  and  the  lapfe  of  weaknefs. 
3  CECIL. 
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CECIL.  And  can  you  be  to  feek,  while  CECIL 

(lands 

With  offer'd  powers,  all  open  to  receive  you  ? 
CECIL,  whofeltrong  and  felf-fupported  flame, 
Hath  braved  the  lading  froft  of  cold  indifference? 
Who  loves  a  length  beyond  the  rate  of  man, 
Since  never  woman,  like  his  NOTTINGHAM, 
Was  fair,  or  found  defer ving  ? 

NOTT.  O,  my  friend! — 
If  I  have  feem'd  or  diftant,  or  averfe 
To  your  great  merit  and  your  kind  regard, 
Think  of  the  caufe — he  claims  your  full  refent- 

ment— 

The  cruel ! — the  ungrateful ! — he,  alone, 
Engrofs'd  me  from  the  world.     I  had  no  fenfe, 
Thought,  fight,   or  foul,  but  for  the  barbarous 

ESSEX. 

Nor  did  he  then  appear  quite  blind  to  charms 
Like  mine,  however  mean — his  tongue  was  need- 

lefs; 

Each  action  fpoke  ;  and,  as  his  eyes  met  mine, 
Or  mine  were  fondly  prone  to  be  deceiv'd, 
Or  love  was  all  their  language. — Soon  to  Ireland 
His  high  commifTion  bore  him — Torn,  diftra&ed, 
Rack'd  by  a  conflict  of  oppoQng  paffions, 
Strong  lov«    at   length   prevail'd — Hear    it  not, ' 

CECIL, 

What  thought  would  hide — where  memory  recoils, 
And  fcarce  believes  itfelf — I  fent  this  man — 
O,  death  to  modefty  ! — this  frozen  ESSEX— 
Pity  and  pardon,  CECIL — I  did  fend  him 

R  4  My 
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My  vows,  myfelf,  my  foul,  a  willing  (lave, 
In  a  fond  letter. 

CECIL.  That,  indeed,  did  merit 
A  fair  return,  at  leaft. 

NOTT.  A  fair  return  ? — 
The  proud,  inhuman,  the  infulting  v-llain  1 — 
O   for   a    breath    that    would   at  ditlance    blaft 

him  ! — 

Fair  anfwer,  faidft  thou  ?  No — by  all  the  powers 
Of  mame  and  rage,  that  work  in  flighted  woman^ 
a  rude  repulle  1 

CECIL.  And  (hall  bright  NOTTINGHAM, 
Who  leads  the  ftarry  train  of  Britain's  beauties* 
And  finds  no  peer ;  mall  fhe  have  lived  to  this*— 
To  fue  and  be  refufed  ? 

NOTT.  Confuflon,  tortures ! — 
Be  quick,  my  vengeance  !  Rage  will  ftrangle,  elfc/, 
Tne  birth  of  its  own  purpofe. 

CECIL.  Then,  mayhap, 
You  love  him  lefs. 

NOTT.  Love,  CECIL! — faidft  thou,  love  ? 
Hate,  hate — within  it  labours,  fell  and  deadly  ! 
O,  all  the  milk,  the  kindly  flow  of  love, 
Runs  with  envenomed  poifon  through  my  veins; 
And,  like  the  bafilifk,  my  baleful  eyes 
Could  (hoot  immediate  death,  and  kill  with  gazing. 

CECIL.  Know,  then,  the  guardians  of  your  in 
jured  beauties, 

Whifper'd,  ere  this,  to  my  prophetic  foul, 
The  vengeance  due  •,  and  high  as  ESSEX  fits, 
The  love  and  glory  of  admiring  England, 

*  He 
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He  waits  but  for  your  voice  to  doom  his  fall, 
Then  finks  to  quick  perdition. 

NOTT.  Down  with  him, 

From  his  proud  zenith  to  the  unbottom'd  deep. 
Although  the  gorge  of  his  wide  opening  gulph 
Should  fwallow  me  and  all! — If  CECIL  bids, 
Fate  figns  the  mandate;  CECIL'S  breath  alone, 
Informs  our  councils,  and  arrays  our  armies, 
Fills  out  the  wide  expanfe  of  Britain's  fails, 
And  fteers  her  veflels  proudly  through  the  world,. 

CECIL.  Praife  from  that  mouth,  is  high  reward! 

— What  more  ? 

What  may  he  hope,  who  vindicates  your  charms, 
And    flakes    your    thirfting   foul    with    gloriou$ 
vengeance. 

NOTT.  That  foul  and  body  top. 

CECIL.  A  bargain  feal'd. 

The  QUEEN  prepares  for  council;  wait  her  prefence, 
And  you  (hall  hear  of  mifchief,  fuch  as  minds 
That  foar  uncommon  flights,  alone  can  relifh. 

NOTT.  I  go,  I  fly — O  be  the  moments  fhort 
Till  vengeance  come  to  eafe  my  tortured  foul ! 

[Exit  NOTT. 

SCENE      IL 

CECIL  alone. 

CECIL.  The  fate  of  ESSEX  leaves  my  road  high 

paved 

To  love,  as  to  ambition— What,  although 
Both  objects  be  enforced  ;  Reluctance  gives 

Impatient 
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Impatient  blifs,  and  heightens  each  enjoyment. 
SOUTHAMPTON  here  ! — the  fecond  man  on  earth 
Who  ftirs   my   fear^  and,  therefore,  claims   my 

hatred. 

A  (lately  branch  he  is,  ingrafted  firm 
On  the  proud  ftern  of  our  afpiring  ESSEX — 
But  hew  the  hoftile  trunk,  and  every  bough 
Partakes  the  kindred  ruin. 

SCENE      III. 

Enters  SOUTHAMPTON^. 

Fair  morning  wait  upon  the  brave  SOUTHAMPTON! 
;  SOUTH.  Not  fo,  my  lordj  there  hangs  a  cloud 

upon  it, 

Pregnant  with  poifonous  vapours,  as  they  fay, 
Exhaled  from  CECIL'S  breath,  to  blaft  the  land, 
And  nip  her  brighteft  blofToms. 

CECIL.  Good,  my  lord, 

Is   myftery  the   mode  ?  What  means  yoitr  lord- 
(hip? 

SOUTH.  No  myftery  to  CECIL'S  confcious  fpirit. 
5  Uis  rumour'd,  that  fome  dark  malignant  faction 
Has  leagued  with  hell,  in  plotting  an  impeachment 
Of  the  mod  loyal  heart  that  England  holds, 
Our  great,  our  glorious  ESSEX. 

CECIL.  I  have  heard 

Of  this  fome  whiipcrs  •,  but,  for  me,  my  lord, 
I  hold  his  nature  to  be  noble,  valiant, 
And  rich  in  all  the  fair  demands  of  honour — 

SOUTH.'  And,  therefore,  with  an  eye  of  wan  regard, 
Look  envious  up,  and  ficken.  at  the  glory. 

CECIL. 
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CECIL.  I  grieve  not  at  the  merits  of  your  friend, 
Nor  wifh  to  fhare  his  guilt. 

SOUTH.  Guilt! — faid  you,  guilt? 
Come,  ihew  this  mender  of  your  own  creation— 
The  phantom  that  ftate  wizards  conjure  up, 
Amid  the  depth  of  their  nocturnal  councils, 
To  make  their  power  look  dreadful  o'er  the  land, 
And  fcare  our  Britons  from  the  fide  of  virtue. 

CECIL.  My  lord,  your  zeal  for  this  unhappy  man. 
Has  clofed  your  eyes  to  what  a  nation  fees 
With  clear  unfway'd  diicernment — his  ambitions 
His  late  cabal  with  rebels ;  and  the  ftorm, 
Brew'd  and  concerted  with  his  Irilh  colleagues, 
To  wreck  the  veflel  of  his  country's  peace. 

SOUTH.  Rather  concerted  in  the  cabinet 
Where  fpurious  treafons  are  begot,  and  taught 
To  call  fome  pre-appointed  victim  father, 
As  ftatefman  pleafe  to  bid,  whene'er  they  find 
Talents  to  crofs,  or  virtue  to  offend  them. 

CECIL.  Be  witnefs  for  me,  that  I  urge  you  not 
To  this  ram  mood  \  but  rather  warn  SOUTHAMPTON, 
To  bear  himfelf  aloof,  led  ate  and  feparate, 
Left  he  be  held  a  partner  in  that  guilt 
His  advocation  warrants. 

SOUTH.  Patience,  Heaven ! 
Shall  infolence,  unpunifh'd,  thus  prefume 
To  (tain  the  vifage  of  untainted  loyalty  ? 
We  had  a  CECIL  once — O,  thou  degenerate 
From  thy  fair  fire  !  quite  alien,  foul  and  body ! 
Dare  you  proclaim  a  hunting  through  the  land, 
And  point  out  worth  and  honour  for  the  quarry  ? 
Bafe  politician  ! — By  the  facred  name 

That 
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That  warms  a  Briton's  bread,  by  liberty ' 

There's  not  a  peafant  in  the  train  of  ESSEX, 

But  holds  a  fund  of  golden  honefty, 

Beyond  what  CECIL  and  his  clofe  cabal 

With  all  their  worth  can  weigh — thofe  bearded 

dons, 

Who  fit,  like  midnight  hags,  within  their  conclave, 
Muttering  dire  bans,  to  wither  all  the  land, 
And  blaft  the  bloom  of  every  envied  virtue. 
CECIL.  Thanks,  gentle  lord. — O,  you  opprefs 

my  modefty 

With  this  excefs  of  praife ! — from  any  other, 
'Twould  look  like  adulation.     Fare  you  well— 
And  if  you  are  a  friend  to  bold  SOUTHAMPTON, 
Bid  him  not  crofs  the  way  that  CECIL  walks, 
Or  look  to  fall  with  ESSEX. 


SCENE      IV. 

SOUTHAMPTON  alone. 

SOUTH.  Fall  with  ESSEX  !  , 
Statefman,  'tis  falfe,  he  fits  above  your  foaring ! — 
But  fee,  (he  comes,  the  guardian  of  his  honours; 
The  virgin  ftar,  that  lights  up  liberty, 
And  beams  out  true  religion  to  the  world  ! 
She  comes,  the  glory  of  each  newborn  dayj 
And  the  dark. foes  of  virtue  and  her  ESSEX, 
Retire  like  mifts  before  her. 


SCENE 
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SCENE      V. 

Enter  QUEEN,  NOTTINGHAM,  RUTLAND,  CECIL, 
LORDS,  and  ATTENDANTS. 

The  QUEEN  afcends  a  Chair  of  State. 

QUEEN.  From  Spain,  my  lords,    have  ye  had 

tidings  lately, 

By  any  private  letters,  that  import 
Their  new  defigns  ? 

CECIL.  Not  any,  royal  madam. 

QUEEN.    'Twas    rumour'd,   fome   time    fince. 

that  they  intended 

A  fecond  vifit,  with  a  new  Armada ; 
But  the  laft  pacquet  from  our  agent  there, 
Speaks  no  fuch  purpofe. 

CECIL.  No,  my  glorious  miftrefs, 
They're  fick — war-iurfeited  :  they  yet  dopant 
From  the  fore  memory  of  their  laft  encounter. 
Sooner  the  bulk  of  the  retreating  bear, 
Scarce  leaped  the  fangs  of  the  imperial  lion, 
Again  would  rifque  his  mangled  corps  in  fight, 
And  take  his  lordly  conqueror  by  the  beard, 
Than  Spain  return  on  Britain. 

SOUTH.  While  time  mall  travel   down,    from 

age  to  age, 

Leading  white  handed  Faith  and  Liberty 
To  nations  yet  unborn  ;  oft  fhall  they  turn, 
And,  through  pad  worlds,  roll  back  their  grate 
ful  eye 
On  your  diftinguiuYd  day-*- where  in  the  powers 

Of 
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Of  darknefs  were  confederate,  when  Rome 
Rofe  up,  with  all  her  champions,  to  impofe 
Chains  on  the  limbs,  and  night  upon  the  mind. 
Then  had  the  worlds  of  freedom  and  of  truth, 
Return'd  to  chaos,  if  ELIZABETH, 
Heaven's  minifter,  had  not  fent  forth  the  fons 
Of  light  and  order — her  immortal  DRAKE, 
Her  laurell'd  ESSEX,  with  the  all-conquering  hoft 
Of  free  born  Britons:  Heaven  that  day  avow'd 
I-  is  virgin  champion,  and  c'onfirm'd  the  gift, 
The  eternal  gift  of  liberty  to  man. 

QUEEN.  Ye.c,  my  all  dear,  my  flill  unconquer'd 

people, 

Ye  have  derived  a  glory  on  your  QUE^N*, 
That  lifts  her  fex  above  the  warring  chiefs 
Of  JEgypt  and  of  Macedon  :  they  fought, 
Impofing  flavery;  we,  conferring  freedom. 
And,  O,  believe  me,  when  I  fwear  I  love  ye, 
As  never  monarch  loved! — Now,  on  my  foul, 
There's  not  the  poo-reft  peafant  born  in  Britain, 
But  my  fond  eye  beholds  him  as  it  would 
A  fon  or  brother. 

CECIL.  O,  you  are  too  gracious, 
Too  good  for  this  bad  world!  Heaven  make  us 

equal 

To  the  leaft  part  of  all  your  wondrous  bounties  •, 
So  mould  TYRONE,  and  wild  rebellion,  foon 
Sink  in  the  force  of  Britain's  loyalty, 
And  your  firm. hoft  [till  find  a  faithful  leader. 

QUEEN.  Why,  CECIL,  have  you  frefh  accounts 
from  Ireland  ? 

CECH*. 
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CECIL.  Nothing,  my  royal  miftrefs,  more  than 

ufgal ; 
Old  ills  repeated. 

SOUTH.  Now,  the  fnake  begins 
To  wind  his  venom'd  train.  [Afide. 

QUEEN.  What  ills,  good  CECIL  ? 

CECIL.    Amazing  grace  ! — How  willingly  your 

majefty 
Forgets  the  faults  committed  by  a  fubjedT:! 

QUEEN.  That  ESSEX  you  would  fay,  fo  verfed 

in  conqueft, 

For  once  became  remifs,  and  loft  a  feafon — 
Is  not  that  all  ? 

CECIL.  And  holds  clofe  amity, 
With  the  moil  deadly  foe  of  queen  and  country, 
The  fierce  TYRONE-,  confers  in  fecret  with  him; 
Parleys  with  traitors,  and  cabals  with  rebels, 
No  friend  to  Britain  preient ;  whence  enfue 
Scandalous  truces,  fhameful  to * 

QUEEN.  Hold,  CECIL; 
You  grow  inveterate — it  is  his  firft  offence. 
None  here  can  boaft  perfection  :  ESSEX  too, 
Like  us,  good  ftatefman,  may  not  want  his  failings. 
I  would  not  be  extreme  to  condemnation. 
Nor  clear  in  his  excuie.     I  have,  therefore,  fent 

him 

Commands  of  purpofed  chiding,  that  enjoin 
Quick  reparation  ;  and  no  more  to  bend 
His  brow,  unlaurell'd,  to  the  coaft  of  Britain. 


SCENE 
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SCENE      VI. 

Enter  SIR  WALTER  RALEIGH,  attended  by  other 
Members  of  the  Houfe  of  Commons. 

CECIL.  May  it  pleafe  your  Majefty,  your  faith 
ful  RALEIGH, 

With  others,  in  commifTion  from  your  Commons, 
Attend  with  their  addrefs  •>  andfome  few  bills, 
Humbly  prefented  for  your  people's  fafety. 

QUEEN.  Ay,  that's  a  theme,  to  which  my  charm? 

ed  ear 

Could  lift  for  ever — Welcome  to  your  queen, 
To  your  true  fervant  welcome !  Give  me  to  know 
How  I  may  l)eft  attain  the  glorious  end 
For  which  alone  I  wifh  to  live^  to  feaft 
Upon  that  royal  luxury  of  foul, 
The  peace,  the  weal,  the  blifs  of  my  kind  people. 
RALEIGH.  Bright  ftar  of  chriftendom !  the  vir 
gin  Jight 
Which  guides   our  fteps  to   truth,  our  arms  to 

honour! 

Queen  of  true-hearted  Britons!  who  do  wifh, 
The  fun  mould  be  extinguifli'd  in  his  orb, 
Ere  you,  their  better  glory,  fhould  decline, 
And  leave  your  realms  in  more  lamented  darknefs  ! 
Your  parliament,  in  care  of  thefe  your  kingdoms, 
(Who  live  but  in  your  life)  prefent  three  bills 
With  humbled  fuit  to  pafs  them  into  acls 
For  the  dear  fafety  of  your  throne  and  perfon. 
QUEEN.  Let  CECIL  fee  what  they  contain. 

CECIL. 
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CECIL.  The  firft 

Is  for  eftablifhing  a  train'd  militia 
Thro*  every  fhire ;  and  for  a  further  levy 
Of  certain  horfe  and  foot,  as  a  flrong  guard 
Of  fafety  to  our  QUEEN'S  mod  facred  perfon. 
The  fecond,  that  two  hundred  thoufand  pounds 
Be  rais'd  in  part  for  payment  of  thofe  troops, 
Further  to  be  difpofed  of  as  our  fovereign 
In  her  dear  pleafure  (hall  appoint. 

QUEEN.  How  poor 

Were  thanks  toluch  a  people  !  But  be  fure 
For  you  I'll  prove  a  thrifty  ufurer ; 
And  every  talent  trufted  to  your  QUEEN, 
Shall  be  return'd  with  fivefold  intereft 
Of  love,  and  due  beneficence — Proceed. 

CECIL.  The  third  confifts  of  feveral  articles 
Exprefilve  of  your  fubjefts  juft  abhorrence 
Of  plots,  and  treafonous  practices — concluding 
With  a  fubmiflive  prayer,  mod  humbly  offer'd, 
For  the  impeaching  ROBERT  earl  of  ESSEX. 

QUEEN.  .Great  power,  who  art  the  majefty  of 

thrones, 

Support  me,  now  !      [Starts  from  the  Throne  and  p^ufes. 
Wake  me,    SOUTHAMPTON  !     Was   this  thunder 

clap 

From  the  dread  arm  that  rules  in  earth  and  Heaven, 
Or  merely  mortal  daring  ? — Who — what  am  I  ? 

CECIL.  All  that  is  bleft,  and  great,  and  good,  on 
earth. 

RALE.IGH.  Our  QUEEN,  our  royal  miflrefs. 

QUEEN.  It  is  falfc 

A  waxen  pageant,  only  fet  aloft 

VOL.  II.  .  S  For 
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For  mockery  and  moulding ! — What  a  dream 
Have  I  been  in! — And  are  we  thought  unworthy 
To  be  apprized)  confulted  ? — Come,    what  fur 
ther, 

Would  your  defpotic  wills  ? — I'm  all  fubmiflion. 
'Tis  yours  to  dictate,  my  imperial  lords — 
At  your  command,  I'll  drench  my  innocence 
In  the  moft  brave  and  loyal  blood  of  England ; 
Tread  out  offenfive  virtue  •,  pluck  fidelity 
Even  from  the  heart  of  Britain  ! — You,  my  mailers, 
Shall  rule  unrivalPd  then  •,  and  your  ambition 
Be  propt  by  pillars,  like  unto  yourfelves— 
Fools  for  your  icnate,  knaves  for  every  office, 
And  cowards  for  commanders  I — O,  my  heart! — 
SOUTH.  Moft  horrid  combination ! — What  fhali 

guard 

The  throne  or  kingdom,  when  their  fences  thus 
Are  fapt  in  fecret,  or  confefTedly 
AfTail'd  in  open  day?  When  even  our  ESSEX, 
Who  ftood  the  bulwark  of  his  QUEEN  and  country, 
By  whofeatchievments,  by  whofe  dauntlefs  courage, 
The  cowards,  who  impeach  him,  live  in  fafety  -, 
When  he  muft  fall,  to  make  a  public  breach, 
Where  mafk'd  ambition  may  encroach  on  majefty, 
And  treafons  gain  free  entrance  ? 

QUEEN.  That  I  have  loved  thee,  Britain — O> 

how  fondly! — 
Too  much  of  that — Down  foolifh  throbbing — 

Had  I, 

Had  I  the  fpirit  of  my  father  Harry, 
I  had  array'd  my  majefty  in  terrors, 
And  thence  derived  re fpe&j  held  the  rein  hard, 

And 
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And  the  lafh  aftive — then,  ye  had  known  your 
ruler ! 

CECIL.  Firft,  and  bed  of  monarchs ! 
Vex  not  your  royal  heart:  not  all  our  lives 
Are  worth  the  leaft  emotion,  that  may  give 
Your  fovereign  mind  difturbance. 

QUEEN.  O,  'tis  plain, 

I  have  reign'd  too  long  !  their  hunger  is  variety ; 
They  have  ta'en  a  Jewifli  furfeic  of  their  fweets, 
And    thence    have    turn'd    to    loathing. — It    is 

enough— 
Their  pleafures  be  accomplifri'd  ! — Lie  thou  theret 

[Takes  off  her  crown  and  lays  it  on  the  chair. 

Thou  thorny  circle  ! — What  a  buttling  croud 
Of  thanklefs  cares,  that  lived  in  that  fmall  ring, 
Are  now  diverted! — And  thou  pageant  fcepter, 
Thou  banifher  of  truth,  who  doll  invite 
The  knee  of  flattery,  and  the  fmile  of  falfehood, 
Thus  do  I  hurl  thee  to  thy  wormippers, 

[Throws  away  the  fcepter,  and  defcends. 
And  am  myfelf  alone. 

RALEIGH.  O  Q^TEEN  beloved,  revered  to  ado 
ration  ! 

Lo!  to  the  duft,  beneath  your  dread  rebuke, 
All  awed  and  humbled,  your  repentant  fubjects 
Fall  proltrate  for  forgivenefs. 

[RALEIGH  returns  the  fcepten 

QUEEN.  Look  not,  then, 
To  take  me  to  tame  leading.     I  'am  a  Briton — 
Born  free  as  well  as  you,  and  know  my  privilege. 
Henceforward^  ye  fhall  feel  that  I  am  your  QUEEN, 
The  guardian  and  prote&refs  of  my  people, 

S  2  And 
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And  not  your  inftrument  to  opprefs  them  ; 
No  paffive  engine,  for  cabals  to  ply, 
Or  fadion  to  appropriate.     In  my  name 
Ye  fhall  not  lord  it.     I  will  fee  and  hear, 
Not  by  ftate  organs,  ear'd  and  fpeftacled 
To  your  preferments  ^  but  with  face  to  face, 
Sovereign  and  fubjt<5r..     I  will  have  no  more 
Of  (late  worn  manacles,  and  royal  bondage ; 
But  walk,  with  truth  and  honour,  unconfined, 
And  found  my  empire  in  the  free  born  mind. 

[Exeunt, 


END    OF    THE   FIRST   ACT. 


ACT 
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ACT       II. 

SCENE       I. 

COUNTESS  of  RUTLAND. 

RUT.  OURE  love  is  witchcraft^  and  the  won- 

O     '         drous  ground, 
Where  lovers  tread,  like  that  of  Fairy  land, 
Enchanted,  and  unknown  to  vulgar  feet ! 
Love  has  a  world,  where  none  but  lovers  dwell — 
New  objects  all ;  and  for  thofe  objects  too, 
New  organs  well  provided — hopes,  and  fears, 
And  thrillings,  numberlefs  5  but,  ah!  its  joys 
Are  rare,  and  thinly  ftated  to  the  account 
Of  fufferance  multiplied — O  my  loved  ESSEX  ! 
Short  were  our  fweets,  and  ftealthy -,  like  the  feaft 
Of  midnight  hunger,  where  the  ear  and  eye 
Are  trembling  centinels — Sure,  never  time, 
J^ike  that,  was  fleeting  •,  yet,  endear'd  to  memory, 
*Tis  the  whole  fum,  that  I,  poor  creditor, 
E'er  got  from  blifs ;  for,  at  the  morning's  dawn, 
Ambition  came,  ambition,  like  the  fun, 
That  goes  its  round,  and  wakes  the  world  to  war, 
Andfnatch'd  him  from  me,  as  a  dream  of  Heaven — 
Ere  I  could  fay,  or  figh  the  thoufandth  part 
Of  all  the  rapturous,  tender,  namelefs  things, 
With  which  my  bread  flill  labours. 

S  3  SCENE 
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SCENE      II. 
SOUTHAMPTON  enters. 

SOUTH.  Ah,  thou  dear  confort  of  my  deareft 

friend, 

Forgive  my  barbarous  tongue  its  fatal  tidings— 
ESSEX  is  near,  the  mod  undone  of  men  ! 

RUT.  Now,  by  the  fudden  tranfport  of  my  heart, 
That  bounds  and  kindles,  fpite  of  thy  foreboding, 
What  can  thy  fears  portend  ? — And  does  he  come? 
Does  my  lord  come,  indeed  ? 

SOUTH.  Too  fure,  too  fure. 
But,  O,  that  gulphs,  far  funk  beneath  all  fathom, 
And  wide  as  ocean  flows,  were  now  betwixt  you  ! 
RUT.  Be  quick,  and  fay,  what  ill  hath  chanced, 

what  change, 

Since  late  the  QUEEN,  like  circling  Providence, 
Planfed  her  heavenly  guardianfhip  around  him  ? 
SOUTH.  His  rafhnefs  has  undone  us — His  re 
turn, 

Againft  the  appointment  of  his  high  commiflion, 
And  in  the  palpable  and  daring  breach 
Of  the  QUEEN'S  abfolute  commands,  hath  forfeited 
All  his  proud  titles,  honours,  offices — 
Perhaps  his  precious  life  ! 

RUT.  Ah— hold  thee  there. 
Help,  fave,  fupport  me — 'tis  a  gulph,  my  eye 
Can  never  dare,   though  diftant — Thought  would 

onward 
Rulh  headlong,  and  anticipate  perdition. 

SOUTH 
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SOUTH.  There's  yet  Omnipotence  in  Heaven  to 

fave  him, 

And  mercy  in  the  QUEFN — let  hope  dill  live, 
To  put  our  means  in  action. 

RUT.  O,  dear  friend, 
Hafte,  intercept,  conjure  him  to  embark 
Again  for  Ireland,  e'er  the  blabbing  wind 
Can  whifper  his  arrival — Though  the  world, 
For  one  loved  look  were  fhort  and  poor  of  pur- 
chafe, 
What's  world,  or  looks,  or  I,  or  all,  to  ESSEX  ? 

SOUTH.  Alas,  'tis  now  too  late — malicious  fame 
Has  publifhed  his  approach;  within  this  hour, 
He  enters  London.     As  I  haded  hither, 
I  met  the  haughty  CECIL,  envious  RALEIGH, 
And  treacherous  NOTTINGHAM,  in  clofe  cabal : 
From  ear  to  ear  death  murmur'd  ;  and,  afkance 
They  caft  a  fmileof  fcorn,  and  with  their  eye 
Bid  me  defiance  as  I  pad. 

RUT.  Ah,  friend! 

I  fink  beneath  my  fears,  my  heart  dies  in  me. 
Pll  to  the  QUEEN  this  moment — fall  prodrate, 
Cling  to  her  royal  feet,  declare  our  marriage  ; 
Weep,  pray,  conjure  her — yet,  if  not  for  ESSEX, 
Not  for  her  RUTLAND'S  fake,  to  fpare  him — yet, 
Even  for  the  little  trembling  pledge  I  bear  him, 
For  whofe  mod  precious  fafety  die  dands  charg'd 
To  her  whole  people. 

SOUTH.  Stop — beware  of  that ! 
There's  not  another  dep  'twixt  that  and  ruin. 
Time — prudence  checks  my  tongue — Let  it  fuffice, 
All  other  treafons  would  appear  as  loyalty 

S4  To 
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To  that  dread  fecret — that  alone  is  wanting 
To  feal  the  doom  of  ESSEX — Soft — the  QUEEN  I— 
Severe  and  flow  me  comes  •,  upon  her  brow, 
In  mute,  but  difcontented  characters, 
I  read  her  inward  tumult. — You  had  bed  retire. 

[Exit  RUTLAND. 

SCENE      III. 

Enter  QUEEN,  CECIL,  COUNTESS  of  NOTTINGHAM 
RALEIGH,  ATTENDANTS,  and  GUARDS. 

QUEEN.  Is  ESSEX  then  return'd  ? 

CECIL.  He  is. 

QUEEN.  What  hither  ? 
It  is  impoffible. 

CECIL.  Juft  now  arrived. 

QUEEN,     Arrived    againft    our    peribnal     in- 

junctions ! 
3Tis  treafon  but  to  think  it. 

CECIL.  Will  your  majefty 
Be  pleafed  to  fee  him  ? 

QUEEN.  No. 

CECIL.  Shall  I  then  publifh 
Your  royal  will  forbidding  him  the  court  ? 

QUEEN.  Neither. — Know  yourfelf,  CECIL — 
You  are,  fir,  but  a  creature  call'd  to  council, 
Not  to  controul  or  dictate  : 
Your  time  to  know  my  pleafure,  fubtle  flatefman, 
Is,  when  I  fpeak  it. 

SOUTH.  Firft,  bed,  and  brighteft ! 
Regent  of  hearts,  whofe  voluntary  throne 
Rifes  fupreme  ainid  the  blifsful  tracts 

Of 
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Of  liberty  and  reafon !  at  your  feet 

A  faithful  fubjeft  falls. — O,  royal  miftrefs! 

I  tremble  to  excufe  my  valiant  friend. 

He  may  be  rafh,  erroneous,  of  a  temper 

Not  tuned  to  each  occafion  -9  for  tfie  earl 

Has  artful  foes,  who  fludioufly  provoke 

The  faults  for  which  they  ambufh:  but  that  he 

Is  firm  and  loyal,  as  the  pillar'd  earth 

Is  to  its  bafe  •,  that  his  great  heart  overflows 

With  fulnefs  of  his  QUEEN,  with  truth  and  faith, 

And  wondrous  gratitude---!  would  (take  down 

The  worth  of  my  eternal  foul  to  warrant. 

QUEEN.  Still  this  bad  world,  I  fee,  contains  a 

friend ;  [Afidc. 

And  fuch  SOUTHAMPTON  is, — at  lead  to  ESSEX.— 

CECIL.  May  it  pleafe  your   majefty,  the  earl  is 

come, 
And  waits  your  royal  pleafure. 

QUEEN.  Tell  the  rebel 

Yet  hold — I  have  better  thought — Yes,  I  will  fee 

him — 

But  it  (hall  be  to  (ling  his  haughty  foul : 
Anger  would  give  him  confequence — Contempt 
Is  what  he  lealt  can  bear.     Give  him  admittance. 


SCENE 
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SCENE       IV. 

Enter  ESSEX,  with  Attendants. 

ESSEX  kneels— The  QUEEN  turns  from  him  to  the  Countefs 
of  NOTTINGHAM. 

ESSEX.  Health  to  the  virgin  majefty  of  England: 
Your  fervant,  your  true  foldier,  QUEEN  of  mo- 

narchs ! 

For  the  firft  time  now  trembles  to  approach  you, 
As  being  here  in  confcious  difobcdience 
Of  your  dread  orders.     Yet,  when  I  have  (hewn 
That  'twas  the  laft  neceflity  compelFd  me 
(Thanks  to  the  artful  malice  of  my  foes) 
To  this-  now  feemingly  unduteous  act ; 
When  I  have  fhewn  that  no  alternative 
Was  left  me,  but  to  feem  or  difobedient, 
Or  bear  a  traitor's  name  -,  1  mall  rely 
Upon  your  rnajefty's  accuftom'd  grace, 
Weighing  the  jealous  honour  of  the  foldier, 
To  palliate,  if  not  clear,  the  fubj  eel's  fault. 
—I   am  charg'd   with    guilt,    with    being    falfe, 

difloyal, 
Falfe   to  my    QUEEN,   to   England  falfe— could 

ESSEX 

Bear  fuch  a  charge,  and  live?  No — fwift  as  thought, 
And  bold  as  innocence,  fearlefs  of  danger, 
Of  death — or  what   is  worfe,    his  QUEEN'S  dif- 

pleafure — 
He  comes  to  front  his  foes ;  even  to  the  teeth 

Of 
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Of  malice  comes  he,  to  affert  his  honour, 
And  claim  due  reparation  of  his  wrongs. 

QUEEN.  CECIL,  are  thofe  petitions  anfwer'd  yet, 
Which  late  I  gave  in  charge  ? 

CECIL.  They  are,  an't  pleafe  yon. 

ESSEX.  What   not  a  word,   a  look? — not  one 

bleft  look 

Of  wonted  influence,  whofe  kindly  warmth 
Might  chafe  thefe  envious  and  malignant  clouds, 
With  which  your  fervant  is  begirt?  Nay  then  — * 
My  night  comes  on  apace — I  fee — I  fee 
The  birds  of  dark  and  evil  omen  round  me  ; 
CECILS,   and  RALEIGHS  :    how   they   fcent   their 

feaft— 

Sagacious  ravens,  how  they  fnufffrom  far 
The  promis'd  carcafs — Be  it  fo — for  ESSEX 
Is  but  the  creature  of  imperial  favour, 
By  his  QUEEN'S  voice  exalted  into  greatnefs, 
And  by  her  breath  reduced  again  to  nothing. 

QUEEN.  Ha!  that's  mournful 

I  mud  not  liften  to  that  well  known  voice; 

I  feel  the  woman  rifing  in  my  bread. 

— But  roufethee,  Queen  of  Britain,  be  thyfelf!  [Afidc. 

What,  does  the  traitor  ftill  abide  our  prefence  ? 

All  who  have  truth,  or  fealty  to  their  QUEEN, 

Forfake  that  faithlefs  wretch,  and  follow  me. 

[Exeunt  all  but  ESSEX. 


SCENE 
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SCENE      V. 
ESSEX   alone. 

ESSEX.  Ha !  Is  it  come  to  this  ? — Not  heard— 

fcarce  feen — 

Infulted,  fpurn'd—  damnation  ! — O  how  fopn 
May  fall  the  mightiefl  ! — What  a  iteepy  length 
Ambition  has  to  fcale  !— the  toilfome  way 
With  difficulties  barr'd,  befet  with  dangers  ! 
Till  the  proud  fummit  painfully  attain'd, 
A  fearful  height  we  iland  ;  and  one  fhort  flep 
Precipitates  to  nothing — O,  accurs'd 
Is  that  deluded  architect,  who  builds 
Upon  imperial  favour!  'tis  a  quick-fand 
Whofe  fudden  falfehood  (hall  ingulph  himfelf, 
With  all  his  fubitance. 

SCENE      VI. 

SOUTHAMPTON  enters. 

One  friend  yet  left  I 

Then  ESSEX  dill  is  rich.  [They  embrace. 

SOUTH.  My  foul's  cleft  ! 
Be  firm,  be  all  yourfelf — the  weight  impends 
With  inflant  prefTure.     From  the  angry  throne, 
Lo  CECIL  comes,  commiflion'd  to  difcharge 
Its  thunder  at  thy  head ! 

ESSEX.  I  fee,  my  brother— 
Never  did  that  Leviathan  appear, 
But  as  the  prophet  of  fome  coming  wreck, 

Foretafting 
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Foretafting  ill,  and  writhing  in  his  noflrils 
The  promife  of  a  tempeft. 


SCENE      VII. 

Enter  CECIL  and  RALEIGH. 

CECIL.  Hear  ye,  fir, 

What  the  imqueftion'd  Majefty  of  England, 
With  gentleft  mercy  tempering  awful  juflice, 
By  us  pronounces — ROBERT  Earl  of  ESSEX, 
She  here  divefts  you  of  your  trulls,  and  offices; 
Your  dignities  of  governor  of  Ireland, 
Earl  marfhal,  mafter  of  the  horfe,  prime  general 
Of  all  her  forces  both  by  land  and  fea, 
And  lord  lieutenant  of  the  feveral  counties 
Of  Effex,  Hereford,  and  Weftmoreland, 

ESSEX.  Then  I'm  divefted — Well — what  more? 

for  thefe 

Are  but  the  lightnefs  of  a  fummer's  robe, 
The  gauds  and  outward  trappings  of  her  ESSEX. 
What  further  ? 

CECIL.  That  you  inftantly  depart 

The  court,  and  ftir  no  further  than  your  houfe, 
Without  an  order  from  the  QUEEN  and  council. 
And  laftly,  'tis  her  pleafure,  that  you  fend 
Your  ftaff  by  us. 

ESSEX.  Ha!  that  indeed  requires 
Some  paufe 

CECIL.  What  fay  you  ?    What  may  we    re 
turn 
In  anfwer  to  her  Majefty  ? 

ESSEX. 
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ESSEX.  But  wilt  thou — 
Wilt  thou  be  fure  exprefsly  to  deliver 
What  ESSEX  gives  in  charge  ? 
CECIL.  1  will,  mod  truly. 
ESSEX.  Then  tell  her,  treafon  never  harbour'd  yet 
In  bold  blunt  truths,  or  openefs  of  action  : 
It  feeks  clofe  covert  in  the  frniles  of  courts, 
Fleers  in  the  cringe,  and  fkulks  behind  the  vizard* 
,Tell  her — my  honeil  CECIL! — tell  thy  miftrefs, 
That  treafon  is  a  ftatefman,  near  her  throne, 
Who  holds  his  QUEEN  befieged,  and  calls  it  guar- 

dianfhip ; 

Who  feals  the  imperial  fenfe  •,  cuts  the  dear  ties 
'Twixt  fovereign  and  fubjecT: ;  fills  her  church 
With  profelytes  to  vice  ;  and  fets  corruption 
Aloft,  even  on  the  feats  of  injured  juftice  : 
For  guilt  feeks  fellowfhip  and  league  with  guilt, 
And  vice  fupports  his  kindred. 
CECIL.  All.  this  I  ihall  remember. 
SOUTH,  — — Tell  her  too,. 

That  while  me  flumber'd,  that  arch  felon,  CECIL, 
Scaled  her  high  feat,  and  feiz'd  the  reins  of  empire  5 
Thence  bids  the  dews  defcend,  and  thunders  roll, 
To  his  direction  -9  iheds  her  bounties  down 
Where  his  vile  minions  for  vile  ends  may  profper; 
But  ever  plants  the  bolt,  and  deadly  blaft, 
Where  worth  or  wifdom  ftourim — Wretched  Bri 
tons  ! 

Is  there  a  patriot,  is  there  yet  a  manv 
Whofe  blood}    whofe  toils,   whofe   virtues   have 

acquired 
Aught  to  hio  country's  ferviee — 'tis  a  crime 

6  Set 
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Set  down  for  capital;  a  barbed  mote, 
Fretting  the  eye  of  envy,  and  of  CECIL.' 
But  O!  the  brave,  the  valiant  never  fcape  him, 
For  cowards  dill  are  cruel. 

CECIL.  Well  obferv'd— 
This  1  fhall  tell,  and  that  SOUTHAMPTON  fa-id  it. 

RALEIGH.  My  lords,  in  fpeaking  thus,  you  tax 

her  Majefty 
Of  weaknefs,  and  injuftice  both. 

ESSEX.  I  care  not 

Suggeft  whate'er  your  malice  may  devife, 
'Tis  equal  all  to  ESSEX. 

CECIL.  May  we  then 
Prefume  your  anfwer  fumm'd  in  this  ? 

ESSEX.  You  may. 

CECIL.  You'll  not  return  your  ftaff  by  us. 

ESSEX.  I  will  not. 

From  my  QUEEN'S  hand  did  I  receive  that  flaff, 
Nor  will  I  yield  it  back  to  any  other. 

CECIL.  Fare  ye  well,  lords 

[Exeunt  CECIL  and  RALEIGH. 

SCENE      VIII. 
ESSEX  and  SOUTHAMPTON. 

ESSEX.  O,  my  SOUTHAMPTON,    thou,  who  to 

thy  ESSEX, 
Art  now  the  world's  whole  wealth,   his    laft  of 

merchandize, 

Dearer  than  all  that's  loft — fly  to  the  QUEEN, 
Entreat,  implore,  but  for  a  moment's  audience, 
For  one  bleft  fight — 'tis  all  her  fervant  fues  for. 
Tell  her,  this  ftar,  thefe  glories,  wherewithal 

She 
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She  once  adorn'd  the  bridegroom  of  her  favour ; 
This  fword,  with  which  me  graced  her  foldier's 

hand, 

And  wifhrd  him  Gefar's  fortune;  this  proud  ftaff, 
That  triumph'd  in  a  hundred  victories  ; 
All  her  bright  virgin  honours,  yet  untainted, 
I  will  refign,  with  humble  adoration, 
As  pilgrims  lay  their  reliques  at  the  fhrines 
Of  faints  they  went  a  thouiand  leagues  to  worfhip. 
SOUTH.  I  fly,  my  lord,  and  doubt  not  yet  to 

gain 
An  interview — O!  may  its  end  be  profperous. 

[Exit. 

SCENE      IX. 

ESSEX  alone. 

ESSEX.  Where  now  is  ESSEX?  Where  the  late 

rebuke 

Of  nations  hoftile  to  the  peace  of  Britain, 
Who  fpread  their  lands  with  rout,  their  feas  with 

terror? 

Diminifh'd — fhrunk — as   tho*  he  had  never   tri 
umph'd  ; 

As  tho'  he  ne'er  had  conquer'd  for  his  country  ! 
O  hard  earn'd  glory !   long  wrought  pile  of  great- 

nefs ! 

Are  your  enchanted  works  no  more  than  fo, 
A  word,  and  vanifh  ? — Now,  where  are  they  now, 
The  rufhing  rriob,  the  mouting  multitude, 
The  fweeping  levee,  and  the  bending  circle  ? 
,A11  fled,  all  mute,  and  lonefome  now  around  me ! 

A* 
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As  tho'  I  walk'd  o'er  graves  and  charnel  ground j 
As  tho'  [  carried  famine  in  one  hand, 
And  peftilence  in  t'other. 


S    C    E   N    E      X* 
Enter  RUTLAND. 

RUT.  My  ESSEX  ! 

ESSEX.  RUTLAND!  O,  my  better  angel! 
tlow  has  thy  prefence  fill'd  this  folitude; 
And  like  a  beam  from  heaven  difpers'd  the  gloorft 
That  overfpread  my  foul  ! 

RUT.  I  could  not  bear 

To  think  you  were  fo  near  me,  and  not  rufh 
To  fnatch  one  look— *But  I  mult  hafte— 

ESSEX.  Fear  nothing. 

RUT.  We  fhall  be  feen. 

ESSEX.  No  eye  is  bent  this  way* 
No  footftep  turn'd  $  for  a  difcarded  favourite, 
Shnn'd  like  the  plague,  makes  every  place  adefert. 

RUT.  May  I  then  look  ?  indulge  my  longing 

eyes  ?— 

I  cannot  fpeak  to  thee*  my  heart's  too  full. 
ESSEX  !  you  turn  away. 

ESSEX.  Alas,  my  love, 
What  objecl  now  is  ESSEX  for  thy  eyes  ? 
Stripp'd  of  his  honours,  all  his  glories  wither'd^ 
A  bare  and  fightlefs  trunk  ! 

RUT.  O  ESSEX,  ESSEX! 

Can'ft  rhou  then  think  fo  meanly  of  thy  RUTLAND, 
As  to  believe  the  gaudy  pageantry, 

VOL,  II.  T  The 
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The  trappings  of  ambition,  ever  made  thee 
More  lovely  in  her  fight  ?  No,  ESSEX,  no, 
I  loved  thee  for  thyfelf.     Thy  pompous  titles, 
Thy  fplendid  dignities,  commands  in  war, 
I  look'd  upon  as  my  word  enemies, 
Which  interpofed,  and  held  me  from  my  lord, 
Are  they  remov'd  ?  then  there's  no  obftacle 
Between  his  RUTLAND,  and  her  foul's  elect; 
And  thus  me  claims  him,  thus  fhe  folds  him  in, 
From  War,  and  from  ambition,  cruel  rivals  ! 
For  all  Die  wedded,  all  fhe  evep  wifh'd, 
Her  wealth,  her  every  want,  her  world  is  here, 
And  fcorns  addition. 

ESSEX.  Heaven  make  me  worthy 
Of  fo  much  tendernefs! — Yes,  I  have  run 
Where  e?er  ambition  led;  but  'twas  in  hopes 
To  raife  my  love  as  high  above  her  fex 
In  dignity,  as  (he  tranfcends  in  merit : 
Elfe  I  had  never  barter'd  one  blefl  hour 
Of  thy  fociety  for  what  the  world, 
Thro*  a  proud  life  of  conqueil  and  dominion, 
Could  yield  in  abfence. 

RUT.  And  will  you  then 
No  longer  liften  to  delufive  fame  ? 
No  more  be  guided  by  the  witching  fires 
Of  wandering  glory  ?  Homeward  wilt  thou  turn, 
Where  love,  and  RUTLAND,  have  prepared  the  feat 
Of  humble  rapture,  and  of  inward  peace; 
A  little  empire  of  ferene  delights, 
Of  guardian  virtues,  and  obfervant  fmiles, 
All  ready,  waiting  for  their  lord's  arrival? 

t  ESSEX. 
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Ess£X.  O,  my  fantaflick  folly,  that  could  liften 
To  the  enchantments  of  that  fyren  fame ! 
But  now  the  fpell  is  ended  — never  more 
Shall  vain  ambition  tempt  me  to  forego 
My  foul's  fubftantial  blifs.   Adieu  falfe  fplendours ! 
My  reft  is  fix'd  even  here— We'll  find  fome  fpot 
Secluded  from  the  world,  like  that  fair  garden, 
Where  firft  the  princely  parent  of  mankind, 
Bleft  in  his  confort's  fweet  fociety, 
Wilh'd  for  no  other  pleafure :  there  we'll  live, 
Far  from  the  haunts  of  men,  from  vice,  and  folly; 
Reign  in  each  other's  hearts  with  mutual  fway, 
The  nobleft  royalty  !  Be  love  our  treafure, 
We  mall  be  wondrous  rich! — love  our  ambition* 
And  who  exalted  like  us  ? 

RUT*  O  my  ESSEX  ! 

What  a  new  paradife  were  there!  to  know 
No  pangs  of  parting ;  fee  thee  every  day, 
And  fometimes  all  the  day — Sweet  holiday ! 
Peace  round  my  pillow  ;  and  my  morning  fun 
Cheer'd  by  thy  prefence ;  and  thine  eyes  to  fpeak 
Love's  language;  and  thy  fmiles  to  interfufe 
The  fwell  of  cordial  joy — O,  my  loved  ESSEX, 
That  life  indeed  were  bleft! — Ha!    who  come$ 
here? 

ESSEX.   Be  not  alarm'd  my  love,    it   is   my 
friend. 


T  2  SCENE 
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SCENE      XL 

. 

Enter  SOUTHAMPTON. 

Well,  my  SOUTHAMPTON— — 

SOUTH.  Heavens,  what  madnefs  this ! 
Should  any  eye  behold  you — And  the  QUEEN 
Has  juft  enquired  for  you — Fly  with  fpeed. 

RUT.  Alas !  from  what  a  happy  dream  of  heaven. 
Haft  thou  awaked  me ! — What  is  human  blifs  ? 
A  moment's  meeting,  a  long  age  of  abfence ! 
One  rich  and  precious  drop  of  cordial  joy, 
Drench'd  in  a  current  of  infipid  time, 
Or  deep  affliction. 

ESSEX.  Light,  and  life  of  ESSEX, 
From  thee  be  evil  far! — We  foon  mall  meet, 
To  part  no  more. 

RUT.  Farewel-— Remember,  RUTLAND 
Knows  not  one  happy  hour,  when  thon  art  from  her, 

[Exit  RUTLAND, 

.SOUTH.  The  QUEEN   to  my  importunate  re- 

queft 

Has  granted  you  a  hearing;  be  prepared : 
You  muft  command  your  temper  j  for  believe  me 
*Tis  on  the  warmth  of  that,  the  generous  warmth, 
{Which  ftill  accompanies  the  nobleft  natures) 
Your  foes  rely,  to  fire  the  fubtle  train, 
Which  they  have  laid  to  blaft  your  hopes  for  ever.1 
ESSEX.  Well,  I  will  try — altho'  'tis  wondrous 

hard 

Calmly  to  bear  th*  envenom'd  fhafts  of  malice, 
poifonous  tooth  of  foul  mouth'd  calumny ! 

Yet 
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Yet  I  will  try — Be  truth  my  only  weapon, 

Patience  my  Ihield  !  But  no  diffimulation 

Shall,  with  its  bafe  alloy,  bring  down  the  ore, 

The  pure  rich  ore,  of  which  the  noble  mind 

By  nature's  hand  is  form'd,  below  truth's  ftandard. 

No,  let  me  perifh,  e'r^  one  grain  of  falfehood 

Infect  and  leaven  that  integrity 

Of  foul,  in  which  man's  dignity  confifts. 

Had 4  the  choice  to  make,  I  fwear  by  heaven, 

I  fhould  elteem  it  far  more  eligible, 

To  fall  with  honour,  than  to  rife  by  bafenefs. 

[Exeunt. 


END    OF   THE  SECOND   ACT. 
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ACT        III. 

SCENE     I. 

Enter  CECIL  and  NOTTINGHAM. 

CECIL.  "^TO  more,    bright  NOTTINGHAM!-— 

JL^I          we  ftrive  in  vain- 
Ess  EX  can  only  be  fubdued  by  ESSEX  •, 
He  (lands  impregnable  to  all  befide  : 
And  if  his  native  pride,  and  proper  paffions, 
Serve  not  to  pull  his  own  deftru&ion  on  him, 
He  bids  for  perpetuity  in  favour. 

NOTT.  The  QUEEN,  I  fear,  has  motives  for  her 

favour, 
Which  queens   may  feel,    but  not  avow.      Un- 

1  mark'd 

Within  this  hour  I  Hole  upon  her  privacy : 
Her  brow  was  funk  from  royalty ;  and  fad 
And  defolate  her  afpeft,  as  of  one 
Betroth'd  to  lonelinefs;  in  whom  the  pride 
Of  power,  and  beauty,  was  no  more  remember'd. 
3  Iiit£n'd — But  her  broken  accents  fpoke 
A  voice  fuppreft  by  grief;  while  down  her  cheek 
Stole  the  pale  tear,  which  ever  as  fhe  wiped, 
A  piteous  heir  fucceeded. 

CECIL.1 
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CECIL.  I  perceive 

She  is  much  moved  of  latevand  prone  to  ftarts 
Of  fudden  pafiion,  even  beyond  her  temper. 

NOTT.  How  did  me  brook  the  haughty  earl's 

reply 
To  her  laft  meffage  ? 

CECIL.  Never  did  I  fee  her 
So  ftung,  fo  thoroughly  enkindled — Straight 
She  ifTucd  hafly  orders  for  impeachment ; 
When  in  the  very  ftroke  of  inftant  fate, 
SOUTHAMPTON  came,  and  with  a  fubtle  tale 
Calm'd  all  her  rage.    And  now  is  ESSEX  lent  for, 
To  plead  to  what  SOUTHAMPTON*  boldly  fliles 
The  gall  of  falfe  accuferg. 

NOTT.  Curs'd  be  his  tongue  ! 
For  then  the  ground  we  have  gain'd  will  all  be  loft. 

CECIL.  I  fee  the  QUEEN  but  feeks  fome  thin 

pretext 

To  cover  inclination  ;  fome  fmooth  terms 
Of  foft  fubmifiion.  or  acknowledg'd  error, 
To  reinftate  this  minion  of  her  fancy 
In  wonted  height  of  arrogance. — But  fee 
Her  clofet  opens — Let  us  not  appear 
To  pry  on  her  retirement. 

NOTT.   You  withdraw  ? 
I'll  wait  wifhin  her  call.  [Exit  CECJI,, 

SCENE      II, 

Enter  QUEEN. 

QUEEN.     The    proud,    infcnfiblp,    ungrateful 

wretch ! 

paife  to  his  loving  QUEEN,  his  friend,  his  patron  ! 

T  4 
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Falfe  to  his  —Hold  thee  there,  for  I  will  tear  him 
From  my  fond  boibm,  tho'  the  vital  drops 
Of  my  fad  heart  mould  follow. — Queen  of  Britain 
To  what  art  thou  reduced  ?  with  not  one  friend  ; 
Forlorn,  and  defolate,  amidft  a  people, 
Whom  as  a  parent  bird,  with  hovering  wings 
Thy  daily  love  has  gathered  in  from  danger, 
And  fofter'd  with  thy  life — Ha  !  NOTTINGHAM! 
I  thought  I  had  been  alone. — 

NOTT.  Pardon  a  duty 

Perhaps  too  forward — Ah5  my  royal  miflrefs  ! 
All  is  not  well — Upon  my  knees  I  beg — 
Somewhat  hangs  heavy  on  your  mind,  or  haply 
Your  precious  health's  in  danger. 

QUEEN.  Rife,  my  NOTTINGHAM — 
I  am  in  health,  and  thank  thy  tendernefs ; 
Only  a  little  troubled  that  my  people 
Grow  weary  of  my  love-— I  have  reign'd  long. 
Such  is  the  nature  of  incondant  man, 
The  pureft  ore  of  happinefs  below. 
Without  variety,  will  lofe  its  value  ; 
Whilft  novelty  can  give  the  vileft  drofs 
Both  ftamp  and 'currency.     Prithee,  my  friend, 
What  fay  the  people  to  this  haughty  mana 
And  his  late  conduct  ? 

NOTT.  Pleafe  your  Majefty^ 
They  fcem  to  blame  him  highly. 

QUEEN.  Blame  him,  fey'ft  thou  ? 

NOTT.  Indeed  it  was  not  well. 

QUEEN.  Not  well — The  traitor  ! 
And  is  that  all  ?  Come,  come,  fpeak  plainly  to  me. 
Js  it  thus  tamely  that  my  fubjefis  fee 

This 
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This  daring  infult  to  my  crown  ?  Or  warm'd 
With  duteous  zeal,  and  loyal  indignation, 
Vent  freely  their  reproaches  ? 

NOTT.  Thus  commanded, 
I  lhall  without  difguife  fpeak  what  I  have  heardl 
Of  this  imperious  foldier. 

QUEEN.  Aye,  pray  do — 
Be  plain — What  fays  the  world  of  me,  and  ESSEX  ? 

NOTT.  Of  you  they  never  fpeak,  but  in  a  prayer 
Of  due  thankfgiving,  and  of  wifhes  breathed 
As  incenfe  up  to  Heaven,  for  length  of  life, 
And -days  of  happy  omen. 

QUEEN.  Well,  proceed— 
Of  ESSEX  then?— 

NOTT.  Of  him  they  utter  terms 
Of  due  reproach,  and  plenteous  imprecation." 
His  popularity,  they  give  to  pride, 
That  cringes  to  be  courted ;  his  beneficence, 
To  niggard  bribes  for  flattery,  his  high  courage* 
To  bear-like  brutal  rafhnefs;  his  achievements. 
To  a  mean  fondnefs  for  th'  applaufe  of  fame : 
And  all  his  acts  filled  patriot,  all  his  labours, 
His  rifques,   his  wounds,   his  conquefts  for  his 

country ; 

To  clofe  and  treacherous  plottings  on  her  rights, 
And  facred  liberties. — For  he's  ambitious, 
Dark,  dreadful,  and  afpiring,  as  the  fiend 
Who  firft  raiftd  war  in  heaven,  and  tumbling  thence 
Unpeopled  Paradife;  and  fo  they  wifh 
The  fall  of  ESSEX  may  be  quick,  and — — 

QUEEN.  Hold 

curfeofeveriaftingfilenceon  thee  I— 
In 
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In  thee  'tis  bafe,  'tis  barbarous  infolence, 
To  echo  thus  the  vilenefs  of  the  rabble. 
Unhappy  ESSEX  !  truly  haft  thou  ferv'd 
A  falfe  bafe  world,  and  now  haft  none  to  friend, 
Save  her  thou  haft  offended. 

NOTT.  Pleafe  your  Majefty 
Your  own  exprefs  command— 

QUEEN.  Away,  away 

Thou  fee'ft  thy  QUEEN,  misfortune,  and  the  world, 
All  bent  againft  one  man  •,  and  yet  can'ft  find, 
Within  that  ruthlefs  and  obdurate  breaft, 
No  room  for  pity. 

NOTT.  Madam,  I  hope— 

QUEEN.  Well,  well,  no  more  of  it — 
'Tispaft,  and  I  forgive— Send  RUTLANP  hither. 

[Exit  NOTTINGHAM- 

What  has  my  paffion  done  ?— Perhaps  unfolded 
The  very  fecret  it  attempts  to  cover  ^ 
Wjiat  I  would  hide  from  thought,— Why  (lands 

my  foul 

Upon  the  watch  to  liften  and  enquire 
Tidings,  which  moil  it  dreads  to  learn,  the  faults 
And  errors  of  my  ESSEX?  Why,  my  heart. 
Why  art  thou  prone  to  utter  terrqs  of  blame 
Againft  the  cruel  troubler  of  thy  quiet  ? 
Yefc  can'ft  not  bear  the  flighted  cenfure  dropM 
From  any  other  tongue  •,  as  tho'  all  crimes 
Againft  myfelf  were  light,  and  what  is  fpoke 
Againft  my  ESSEX,  ftood  alone  for  tre^fon. 


E  N 
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SCENE      III. 

Enter  RUTLAND. 

My  RUTLAND,  I  did  fend  for  thee  my  girl. 

I  have  obferv'd  that  thou  art  fad  of  late : 

Why  are  thy  lovely  eyes  deprefs'd  with  forrow  ? 

Can  I  do  aught  that  may  difpel  the  cloud, 

That  envious  cloud,  which  hangs  upon  thy  beauties, 

And  robs  me  of  my  friend  ? 

RUT.  Ah,  QUEEN  of  grace, 
And  heavenly  goodnefs!  you  opprefs  your  fervant, 
With  this  excefs  of  condefcenfion. 

QUEEN.  Why 

I  love  thee  well,  my  RUTLAND,  well,  and  warmly; 
Truft  me  I  do. — Injurious  NOTTINGHAM 
Hath  held  difpleafing  di  fputation  with  me, 
Touching  my  lord  of  ESSEX  *3  infomuch 
That  I  did  fend  her  from  my  fight  in  anger. 

RUT.  Ha!    that  dear  name  darts  every  pulfe 
within  me  !  [Afid*. 

QUEEN.  Thou  blnfheft,  RUTLAND. 
RUT.  At  the  wondrous  grace, 
The  wondrous  goodnefs  of  my  QUEEN. 

QUEEN.  Indeed 

Thou'rt  of  a  grateful  nature,  ever  fweet, 
And  kindly  tempered.     Come  then  to  my  bofom, 
And  (hare  its  warmeft  love.— Tell  me,  my  RUT- 

land, 

Is  it  not  pity  that  fo  brave  a  man, 
So  form'd  for  gallant  acts,  and  upright  honour, 
That  ESSEX  fhould  be  falfe,  fhould  prove  a  traitor? 

And 
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goaded  by  ambition,  fhould  attempt 
The  fceptre  of  his  QUEEN  •,  to  whom  he  owes 
A  countlefs  debt  of  favours;  by  whom  raifed 
Beyond  a  fubject's  ftate,  he  proudly  now 
^Would  grafp  the  crown,  which  feems  within  his 
reach. 

RUT.  It  cannot  be,  it  is  impoffible  ; 
The  foul  of  ESSEX  is  above  fuch  bafenefs, 
Such  black  ingratitude.     Ah  !  royal  miftrefs  ! 
Had  you  but  heard  him,  on  the  breath  of  praife 
Lift  up  the  exalted  name  of  England's  QUEEN, 
As  I  have  often  heard  him  !  — 

QUEEN.  Say'ft  thou,  RUTLAND  —  r 
Hail  thou  heard  ESSEX  talk  of  me  ? 

RUT.  Of  you  ? 

He  owns  no  other  theme.     In  courts,  I  grant, 
He  is  no  minion,  but  a  foldier  bold, 
And  jealous  of  his  honour  :  but,  when  his  fpeech 
Is  free,  to  ears  of  honefty  and  friendlhip, 
*Tis  then  he  vents  his  fwell  of  gratitude, 
And  tunes  his  voice  to  loyalty  and  love. 
Your  adts,  your  laws,  your  virtues,  and  your  beau 

ties, 

Your  every  excellence  of  mind  andperfon, 
Vary  his  numbers  thro'  a-ceafelefs  i;ound 
Of  untired  praife  •,  and  all  is  of  his  miftrefs., 
Aad  all  of  England's  virgin  majefty, 
And  all  is  full  of  you, 

QUEEN.  Indeed,  my  RUTLAND, 
I  would  fain  hope  that  ESSEX  ftill  is  honeft  : 
But  then  he's-fo  ungovern'd,  rafn,  and  headftrong, 
^or  law,  nor  duty  hold  him,    I  do.  fear, 

I  greatly 


THE   EARL  OF  ESSEX.      283 

I  greatly  fear,  with  fafety  to  my  fame, 
I  may  no  more  protect  him. 

RUT.  Not  protect  him!— 
By  the  bright  (tar  of  mercy  in  your  foul, 
That  mines  on  the  diftreft — O  fay  you  not 
That  he  is  honed? — Yes,  he  ftill  is  loyal, 
Faithful,  and  firm  :  the  virgin  light  of  heaven 
E're  yet  it  mingles  with  our  grofler  elements, 
Is  not  more  pure.     O  will  you  not  remember 
His  worth,  his  truth,   his  toils,  and  his  atchievc- 

ments  ? 

A  wondrous  ftory  all !  high  deeds  of  fame 
That  gird  the  crown  of  England's  QUEE%~  with 

glory. 

His  valour  too!  his  valour,  royal  madam  ! 
It  foils  the  heroes  of  romance :  a  name 
So  formidable  to  the  foes  of  Britain, 
It  fpares  our  Englim  hoft,  and  of  itfeif 
Difcomfits  armies. 

QUEEN* Ha !  this  heat  is  more 

Than  friendfliip's  warmth;   *tis  from  a  flronger 

fire- 
She  loves  him — Aye,  'tis  fo — And  is  herfelf 
Too  lovely '.—-Wretched  chancel— What  have  I 

done? 
Juft  conjured  up  a  fecond  ftorm  to  wreck  me. 

Leave  me. —  [Exit  RUTLANSU 


SCENE 
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SCENE     IV. 

Enter  CECIL,  RALEIGH,  NOTTINGHAM,  &c. 
CFGIL.  May  it  pleafe  your  Majefty,  my  lord  of 

EsSEXj 

Returned  by  your  command,  entreats  admittance. 

QUEEN.  Let  him  appear. 
Now  QUEEN  of  Britain,  now  fupport  thy  ftate  ! 
Now  guard  thy  treacherous  heart,  but  for  this  once, 
Againft  its  dear,  its  infolent  controuler, 
And  fear  no  future  foe — Come  hither,  NOTTING 
HAM. 

SCENE      V. 

Enter  ESSEX,  and  SOUTHAMPTON. 

ESSEX.  Before  I  plead  my  caufe,  permit  me  thus, 
Moft  gracious  miftrefs,  thus,  in  due  proftration, 
To  pay  my  grateful  thanks,  for  this  laft  favour: 
In  granting  me  a  hearing-,  that  once  ended, 
To  my  QUEEN'S  juftice  I  fubmit  my  life, 
And  what  is  dearer  to  me  far,  my  honour  t 
Implicitly  to  your  tribunal  bow, 
Humbly  prepared,  and  equally  refigned 
To  either  fentence. 

QUEEN.  My  lords,  what  fuppliant's  this? — Can 

this  be  he, 

Our  late  imperious  fubject  ?  He,  who  holds 
A  ftaff  of  independence,  and  a  ftate 

That 
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That  fcorns  to  yield  to  our  fupremacy  ? 
O,  thefe  are  gallant  acts  j  and  well  become 
The  boafted  name  of  our  all  conquering  ESSEX  ! 
Who  bravely  turns  his  courage  on  his  QUEEN  j 
But  where  his  duty  calls  him  to  the  combat, 
Can  coolly  condefcend  to  terms  of  peace, 
And  gentle  treaty. 

ESSEX.  Is  it  come  to  this  ? 
To  be  a  term  of  ridicule,  and  mockery, 
Where  moft   I   would  be  prized  ?    caft    by  my 

QUEEN 
To  public  fcorn,   and  mean   contempt? — Then 

ESSEX, 
Then   art   thou   fallen  indeed  ! — Why   this,    my 

miftrefs  ? 
Are   there   not   chains,    and  dungeons  5    blocks, 

and  axes  ? 

Thefe  had  been  fitter  inftruments  of  royalty, 
And  done  a  nobler  juftice  on  your  foldier — 
I  think  your  Majefty  was  pleas'd  to  fpeak 
Touching  fome  treaty,  as  a  charge  againft  me 
Of  fomething  criminal — 

QUEEN.  Yes,  with  Tyrone, 
Your  parley,   and  your    truce — Difcharge   thofe 

ftains, 
Your  covert  articles  with  England's  rebels. 

ESSEX.  Alas,  how  foon  pretences  may  be  found 
To  make  the  envy'd  fall — Of  treaty  ? — Yes — 
I  do  avow  it.     Am  not  I  your  general, 
Impower'd  for  war,  for  peace,  to  treat,  to  fight, 
Levy,  diiband,  to  punifh,  and  to  pardon  ? 

QUEEN. 
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QUEEN.  And  fhould  the  mighty  ESSEX  have 

confined 

Thefe  powers  to  peace  alone,  even  when  rebellion 
Led  forth  his  hofts,  and  dared  him  to  the  combat  ? 

•Whilft  he 

ESSEX.  Shrunk  like  a  coward — Is't  not  fo  ?— 

Ha !  madam  ? 

ESSEX,  and  cowardice! — let  thofe  (land  forth 
Who  dared  to  match  them — Afk  your  minifterSj 
Why  they  witheld  my  army  from  the  north, 
By  keeping  back  my  due  recruits  and  fubfidies. 
QUEEN.  You  grow  too  bold— You  are  callM 

here  to  plead, 
Not  to  impeach— Your  army  was  fufEcient. 

ESSEX.  No,  royal  madam,  it  was  not  fufficient 
To  war  with  Heaven,  to  fight  againft  Omnipotence! 
It  was  confumed  with  fevers,  and  difeafes ; 
For  ESSEX  could  have  fear'd  no  other  foe. 
There's  not  a  cafuift  in  Rome's  artful  fchool^ 
Or  CECIL'S  darker  council,  who  can  mark 
The  flighted  lapfe  of  duty  in  your  fervant$ 
And  fhall  he  not  retaliate  ?  (hall  he  not 
Unwind  the  fubtle  clue,  which  leads  his  QUEEN 
To  cruel  farcafm,  and  unjuil  refentment  ? 

QUEEN.  Unjuft,  and  cruel !  hold — no  more$   I 

charge  you ! 
ESSEX.  Not  fpeak,  not  fpeak ! — Madam,  I  am 

your  lubjeft ; 

The  world  contains  not  one  more  duteous  ;  yet 
Here  I  muft  not  be  filent — Thoughts  to  flaves, 
But  fpeech  to  Britons  ! — Yes  I  will  affert  it, 

7  The 
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The  freedom  of  my  native  land,  tho'  death 
Did  crofs  me  to  the  teeth — A  criminal  debar'd 
His  privilege  to  plead  !  'tis  evident 
My  life's  confpired,  my  glories  all  traduced  *, 
Thefebofom'dfnakes,  and  ear-informing  fycophants 
Gape  for  my  plenteous  heirlhip;  even  my  QUEEN 
Foredooms  her  i abject,  and  gives  up  her  folclier 
A  facrifice  to  faction. 

QUEEN.    O,    he'll    be    loft  I—undo     himfelf, 
and  me  ! —  [Afide. 

What,  I  confpire,  traduce,  foredoom  thy  fentence  ? 
Know,  thou  proud  wretch,  thou  haft  no  other  friend: 
Thou  who  art  fo  obfervant !  who  didft  fpurn 
My  orders,  letters,  •meffages ! — But,  foft; 
Beware  how  thou  doft  make  my  wrongs  too  much, 
Left  they  fall  thick  and  heavy  on  thy  head, 
Ram  fool,mand  undifcerning  ! — Yet  thus  far 
I  do  forgive  thee;  pardon  thee  that  life, 
I  did  conipire — But  for  thy  offices — - — 

ESSEX.  1  throw  them  at  your  feet — and  proud 

indeed 

To  be  acquitted  of  all  debt  to  majefty  ! 
Now  give  them  up  to  cowards,  courtiers,  parafites; 
And  dub  them  champions,  in  whole  doughty  guar- 

dianfhip 

Your  ESSEX  can't  be  mifs'd  •,  whiTft  he  is  banilh'd, 
And  bears  no  mark  of  royal  gratitude, 
But  wounds  for  toils,  for  dangers  ignominy, 
And  fufferings  for  allegiance  ;  haply  fent 
To  deferts,  or  to  herd  with  favages — 
There  he  may  find  more  equity  and  honour, 
Than  in  the  faith  of  princes. 

VOL.  II.  U  SOUTH. 


290      THE  EARL  OF  ESSEX. 

SOUTH.  My  lord,  my  lord  ! 
Recall  your  temper. 

QUEEN.  The  audacious  traitor ! 

ESSEX.    Ha,    traitor! — Yes,    becaufe  I   fenced 

your  throne, 

This  breaft  its  bulwark  againft  all  invaders  •, 
For  covering  England  with  my  fpreading  laurels, 
Whilft  your  lafe  fubje&s  flept  beneath  the  fhade; 
For  humbling  Spain,  your  proud,  and   dreaded 

rival, 

And  wafting  all  their  India  to  your  Thames ; 
For  building  up  the  fame  of  England's  QUEEN 
So  high,  it  flames  a  beacon  to  the  world. 
Said   I,  your  fame  ?   Your  life — your   life — kind 

mittrefs  ! 

For  faving  that,  and  cutting  bold  NORTHUMBER 
LAND, 

And  hoftile  WESTMORELAND,  fhort  by  the  head  : 
This  did  the  faithlefs,  and  degraded  ESSEX — 
But  Til  remove  the  traitor  from  your  fight. 

QUEEN.  Hold,  fir, — Go  not  without  reward — 

[Strikes  him. 

ESSEX.  Furies  \ — From  whom? 

[Half  draws  his  fword. 

My  QUEEN  ! — Arreft  my  arm,  kind  Heaven  ! 

QUEEN.  What,  would  the  wretch  attempt  my 
life  ? 

ESSEX.  — Rafh  woman ! 

Were  you  a  man,  you  durft  not — your  hot  father, 
Bold  Harry,  durft  not  rifque  it. — What  talk  I 
Of  Harries  ?  not  young  Ammon,  at  whofe  nod 
The  fervile  earth  fell  proftrate,  had  furvived. 

To  boaft  this  defperate  deed. 

QUEEN. 
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QUEEN.  May  the  rhark  (lick  like  Cain's,  for 

thy  rebellion  ! 
Thou  madding  wretch,  untamed,  and  dangerous 

ever, 

I  give  thee  up — I  will  no  more,  againft 
Thy  own  outrageous  folly,  drive  rofave  thee. 
Like  thy  lad  hopes,  I  leave  thee  to  the  flings 
Of  guilt  and  defperation — now  caft  forth, 
Unpitied  and  unbleft  of  earth,  and  heaven, 
And  thy  too  partial  QUEEN  !  [Exeunt. 

SCENE      VI. 

ESSEX  and  SOUTHAMPTON. 

SOUTH.  What  have  you  done  ?  ruin'd  yourfelf 

and  friends 

By  your  high  carriage. — Fly,  my  lord,  yet  fly, 
Follow  the  QUEEN,  intreat,  implore  her  pardon. 
ESSEX.  Away — The  fpot  of  infamy  is  on  me!— 
The  blow  has  fired  my  foul  j    and  all  within, 
Is  deafening  uproar — Never  'till  this  hour 
Was  ESSEX  fit  for  treafons,  cruel  joys, 
And  glutting  horrors  ! — Get  thee  hence,  SOUTH 
AMPTON, 

For  I'm  the  tumbling  of  a  thoufand  towers, 
Ruins  that  threaten  far,  involving  all 
Who  fap,  or  prop,  within  the  like  perdition. 
SOUTH.  I   fear  no  ruin,  when   my  friend's  in 

danger. 

If  thou  muft  fall,  thou  malt  not  fall  alone : 
SOUTHAMPTON  never  will  forfake  his  ESSEX, 

U  2  But 
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But  fliare  his  adverfe,  as  his  profperous  fortune. 
Away  then,  let  us  fly  this  dangerous  place. 

ESSEX.  Aye,  there  thou  fay'ft,  my  friend — avoid 

all  courts, 

The  bane  of  native  dignity  and  greatnefs ! 
But  fhall  it  be  ? — lhall  drones  and  wafps  alone 
Devour  the  creafured  fweets  of  all  the  land, 
And  drive  the  bees  from  their  long-labour'dmanfion? 
No — let  us  purge,  or  overturn  the  hive — 
There  yet  is  feeling,  yet  is  fire  in  England  ! — 
I'll  to  the  ftreets,  the  city,  wake,  alarm, 
And  kindle  every  fpark  of  {lumbering  virtue: 
Rouze  every  Briton  to  his  country's  call, 
And  in  her  freedom  {land,  or  perifli  in  her  fall. 

[Exeunt. 


END    OF    THE    THIRD    ACT. 


ACT 
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ACT        IV. 

SCENE      I. 

Enter  feverally  CECIL  and  NOTTINGHAM. 


A  !  CECIL  —  well  —  and   is  he,  is  he 
taken  ? 

CECIL.  Joy!  joy!  njy  NOTTINGHAM  —  he's  funk 

for  ever, 

.Caught  in  the  very  aft  of  broad  rebellion  : 
ESSEX  is  fallen,  no  more  to  rife.     No  more 
Shall  politicians  fet  the  gins  of  ftate, 
Or  nets  of  circumvention  ;  for  the  lion, 
In  his  blind  rage,  has  rufh'd  upon  the  toil, 
Where  he  may  roar,  and  tear,  and  gnafli  in  vain, 
But  never  (hall  get  free, 

NOTT.  O,  it  o'erjoys  me, 
Feeds  the  keen  hunger  of  my  vengeful  foul, 
To  fee  this  pride,  this  infblence  of  manhood, 
Thi?  fcorner,  hiirl'd  from  his  once  dazzling  height  ! 
To  fee  him  drop  with  all  his  train  of  glory, 
And  vanifh  in  the  dud!  —  Ha!  CECIL. 

CECIL.  Hold! 
The  QUEEN,—  if  poflible  reftrain  your  tranfport. 


Us  SCENE 
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SCENE      II. 

Enter  QUEEN  and  Attendants. 

QUEEN.  What  is  he  crufh'd  ?  this  trampler  on 

authority ! 
The  lofty  one! — And  is  he  fall'n  ? 

CECIL.  He  is 

Thanks  to  the  facred  power  who  guards  your  ma- 
jeftyi 

QUEEN.  Then  he  is  humbled  at  the  laft— - Thii 

proud  one ! 
The  manner  of  it  Cecil  ? 

CECIL.  When  the  earl 
Withdrew  from  court,  all  mad,  and  chafed  with 

pafTion, 

He  hurried  to  his  houfe  ;  and  feverally 
Summon'd  the  friends  in  whom  he  moft  confided. 
A  numerous  band  they  were  of  lawlefs  fpirits, 
Whofe  joy  is  riot,  and  whofe  hopes  take  fire 
from  the  wild  fpark  of  dazzling  novelty, 
And  gainful  revolution.     In  their  council 
It  was  refolved,  SOUTHAMPTON  mould  attend 
To  form  the  numbers  who  were  yet  expeded ; 
While  the  arch  rebel  march'd,  as  he  did  boaft, 
To  raife  the  city. 

QUEEN.  What,  my  faithful  citizens  ! 
Could  he  hope  that  ? 

CECIL.  He  did;  and  as  he  pall, 
The  vulgar,  ever  eager  of  events, 
Pour'd  in  from  every  fide,  and  fwell'd  the  concourfe, 

Te 
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To  rfght,  to  left,  he  bended ;  and  as  one 

Train'd  to  the  Areopagus  of  old, 

Or  Rome's  prevailing  roftrum,  with  fmooth  aft 

Of  mute  emotion,  thro*  the  diftant  eye, 

He  fought  to  reach  the  heart.     To  ail  around, 

His  voice  now  funk,  now  rais'd  to  exclamation, 

Appealing  to  the  wifdom  of.the  mob, 

Againfl  (late  policy.    Much  did  he  talk 

Of  crowns  begirt  with  evil  counfcllors  ; 

Of  truft  mifplaceel— good  monarchs,  but  mifled 

By  wicked  mini (ters — Stale  topics  ail! 

Yet  thefe  will  glofs  and  colour  every  caufe, 

While  man  fhall  kick  at  government — lie  then 

Defcended  to  himfelf;  fpoke  piteoufly 

Of  fuffering  virtue  •,  numbered  o'er  his  wrongs* 

And  counted  every  fear  •,  the  time,  the  place, 

The  peril  too  of  each  ;  all  borne,  he  faid, 

For  them,  and  for  their  children:  then  he  wept; 

And  they  wept  too,  ibft  fouls!  as  tho'  each  ga(h 

Had  bled  anew. 

QUEEN.  Alas!  I  wonder  not — 
That  fight  had  melted  even  his  QUEEN  to  pity. 

[Afldc. 
Proceed 

CECIL.  The  earl  perceiving  in  their  eye 
The  work  of  paflion,  ftraight  he  cry'd — Arm,  arm, 
For  truth,  for  liberty!   Arm  ye,  my  friends ! 
Off  with  your  galling  riders !  down  opprefllon  ! 
If  not  for  ESSEX — for  yourfelves,  your  fons, 
Your  lateft  ifliie  !   What  are  you  to  feel, 
If  me  they  fpare  not  ?  what  muft  'fall  the  fold, 
When  their  great  guardian's  mnrder'cl  ? — Here  he 
paus'd  : 

U  4  But 
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But  none  replied  -,  for  tho'  his  mournful  (lory 
Had  fill'd  their  hearts  with  ibrrow,  yet  the  clofe 
Bore  fuch  a  frightful  face  of  dangerous  treafon,     • 
That  terror  foon  lucctcdcd — One  flunk  off, 
Another  lollow'd  ;  'rill,  aii  foft  and  filent, 
Like  ihow  they  melted  from  his  fide. 

QuEi.N.   How  then  ? 
How  lool£*d  the  rebel  left  alone  ? 

CECIL.  At  once 

Fear,  guilt,  and  difappointment,  rufh'd  upon  himf 
Amazed  he  haften'd  where  his  barge  attended, 
And  reach 'd  his  houfe  by  water,  at  the  time 
When  your  brave  troops  had  forced  theputward  gate^ 
And  made  SOUTHAMPTON  and  his  faction  prifoners. 
Then  might  you  fee  the  indignant  rebel  caft 
A  lopk  of  deiperation  at  high  heaven, 
As  one  renouncing  hope:  forth  flew  his  fword 
As  he  would  ru(h  on  death  ;  but  fore  begirt. 
At  length  he  yielded  to  ignoble  hands, 
And  clofed  the  tale  of  ESSEX. 

QUEEN.  1  once  hoped 
His  morning  fun,'  that  brightned  as  he  rofe, 
Might  alfo  let  with  equal  rays  of  honour. 
Where  is  the  earl? 

CECIL.  Under  a  fufficient  guard, 
In  order  for  his  fending  to  the  Tower. 

QUEEN.  Ha!  order'd  to  the  Tower — whofe  or-? 
ders,  fir  ? 

CECIL.  Maclam,  the  earls  are  yet  without. 

QUEEN.  'Tis  well 

To  prUon  with  SOUTHAMPTON — But  for  Ess£X,     . 

I'll 
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HI  fee  him  e'er  he  goes.     Let  all  withdraw, 
And  leave  the  prifoner  here  with  me, 
Unguarded.  Exeunt  all  but  the  QyiBNf 

Heavens  !  what  a  fcene  is  this  ? 

How  (hall  I  bear  it  ?  Be  compofed,  my  heart !  — 

Can  that  be  ESSEX  ? — the  dittreft,  the  fallen, 

The  forlorn  ESSEX  !— What  a  (late  he  bears ! 

Still  yndiminifh'd,  (till  himfelf-— -  Away: 

With    pomp,    and    borrow'd    luftre  then  5    tru^ 

greatnefs 

Can  build  a  feat  of  lovelier  majefty, 
With  ESSEX  and  misfortune. 


SCENE      III, 

Enter  ESSEX, 

. 

ESSEX,  it  is  not  thus  we  fhould  have  met— 
You  ought  to  know  it  is  not — I  did  hope — 
But  'tis  no  matter — You  may  fpeak,  my  lord, 
Jf  yon  have  aught  to  offer. 
ESSEX.  Nothing,  madam. 
QUEEN.  'Tis  well— And  yet,   perhaps,  'twere 

better,  fir, 

You'd  think  again — Our  meetings  mayn't  be  fre 
quent. 
;     ESSEX.  It  might  have  been  your  Majefty's  good 

pleafure, 
To  fpare  even,  this— I  fought  it  not. 

QUEEN.  I  know  it, 

Ungrateful  man  !  I  know  it — But  I  hold 
No  longer  parley  with  thee — It  is  finiih'd — 

Thou 
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Thou  everlafting  troubler  of  my  quiet, 
Soon,  foon  we  fhall  be  both  at  peace. 

ESSEX.  Enough    ...» - 
I  have  my  death,  and  you  your  wilh — 

QUEEN.  I,  ESSEX  ! 

I  wilh  thy  death  ?  You  know-~But  let  me  calmly 
Demand  of  thee,  what  was  it  that  could  tempt  thee, 
To  court,  invite,  and  pull  down  on  thine  head 
A  ruin  fo  reluctant?  To  o'erbear 
All  law,  all  order  ? 

ESSEX.  Is  that  yet  to  learn  ? 
Tho'  every  packet  brought  me  frefh  advices 
Of  the  malicious  plottings  of  my  foes ; 
Yet  I  could  o'erlook  that — fecure  in  innocence, 
Could  wait  my  time — but  when  I  found  my  QUEEN 
Had  liften'd  to  their  tales,  under  her  hand 
Confirm'd;  and  felt  that  doubts  andjealoufies 
Were  deeply  rooted — 1  no  longer  paufed— 
Law,  order,  even  your  own  injun&ions  then 
Were  but  as  chaff  before  the  wind.    I  flew 
To  fee  with  my  own  eyes  if  it  were  true, 
That  I  had  loft  your  favour — -That  once  gone, 
The  animating  foul  of  all  my  hopes, 
The  end  of  all  my  thoughts,  and  all  my  actions  j 
The  world  had  nothing  in  it  worth  my  care, 
And  life  or  death  were  equally  indifferent. 

QUEEN.  Was  that  the  motive?  Why  was  not  I 
inform'd  ? 

ESSEX.  Inform'd  ' — which  way  ?    Was  I  once 

heard,  regarded  ? — 

When  proftrate  I  implored  my  QUEEN  to  hear  me, 
Was  me  not  cold  as  thawlefs  ice,  and  deaf 

As 
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As  ears  of  adamant  ?— -Reje&ed,  fpurn'd, 
Caft  to  the  ravening  jaws  of  my  purfuers, 
Like  the  lone  pard,  I  was  at  length  compeli'd 
To  turn  upon  my  hunters.     But  had  ESSEX, 
Had  ESSEX  been  the  traitor  he  is  deem'd, 
He  had  not  fingly  faced  a  hoft  of  foes, 
But  led  up  troops,  inured  to  vidlory 
Beneath  his  banner,  to  a  man  prepared 
To  fight,  or  fall  for  ESSEX. 

QUEEN.  There  is  fome  weight 
In  that;  and  I  would  fain  believe  your  motive 
Was  fuch  as  you  declare— Yet,  ESSEX,  ESSEX! — 
O  thy  ralh  pride  ! — if  thou  had'ftcondeicended 
But  to  the  light  appearance  of  reproof 
From  thy  kind  QUEEN—— 

ESSEX.  Appearance,  madam? 

QUEEN.  Yes 

And  when  I  would  have  colour'd  to  the  world 
Subftantial  favour  with  a  (hew  of  chiding — 

ESSEX.  A   ihow  of  chiding! — O  my  gracious 

miflrefs, 

Did  you  not  hate  me  ?  Did  you  not,  indeed, 
Abhor,  deteft  your  foldier  ? 

QUEEN.  No — too  well, 

Too  well  I  loved  thee,  proud,  unbending  man  !— k 
Could  I  have  hated  thee,  I  had  been  happy. 

ESSEX.    Ha !    Lightning   blaft   me   firft !    my 
QUEEN  in  tears! 

QUEEN.    Away,  thou  hot,    thou   undifcerning 

ESSEX! 

Could'ft  thou  not  truft  a  friendfhip,  that  had  flood 
Firm  as  the  irrevocable  doom  of  fate, 

Againft 
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Againftthy  enemies  ?  their  daily  murmurs, 

All  their  loud  plaints,  petitions,  and  impeachments, 

Dam'd  back  with  indignation  on  the  front 

Of  thy  accufers— might  not  fuch  a  friend 

Expect  feme  fmall  concefilon  ?  Did'ft  thou  grant  it  ? 

Did'ft  thou  not  (land  in  haughty  opposition  ; 

Fly  to  the  city,  levy  cruel  war 

Againftthy  QUEEN,  againft  thy  kind  protector? 

"Who  could  almofl  have  pray'd  for  thy  fuccefs, 

Altho'  her  crown,  altho'  her  life,  perhaps, 

Had  been  the  barbarous  forfeit. 

ESSEX.  O  my  miftrefs  ! 

You  have  undone  me— Your  o'erpowering  goodnefs 
Has  crudi'd  my  heart— I  fee  my  folly  now, 
My  crime  broad  (taring  in  my  face — O  wretch, 
Blind  wretch ! — Yet  let  me  not  be  charged 
Beyond  my  proper  guilt — the  weight  of  that 
Alone  will  overwhelm  me.     It  was  pride, 
UnpafailePd  preemption,  arrogance 
Beyond  example — But  your  crown  ! — your  life! 
To  attempt  thofe — O  no— in  all  the  wilds 
Of  frenzy,  fuch  a  thought  could  never  enter 
This  loyal  bofom. 

QUEEN.  Fain  would  I  believe 

"    ESSEX,  teelieve! — Ah,  royal  madam,  can  you 

doubt  it  ? 

By  the  dread  fecrets  of  that  unknown  world, 
T  (Which  yourfervant  haftens,  no — his  thoughts 
Ne'er    aim'd    at    fuch    damnation — Then —even 

then, 

"When  I  did  think  your  hatred  of  your  ESSEX 
Rofe  to  a  hoftile  loathing — 1  had  then 

Laid 


THE  EARL  OF    ESSEX. 

Laid  down  my  life,  to  purchafe  to  my  QUEUM 
Accefs  of  days  and  honour. 

QUEEN.  O!  no  more, 
No  more,  my  foltlier — I  have  been  to  blame. 
We  both  have  err'd,  miftakingeach  the  other. 
Fatal  miilake  !  how  can  it  be  repair'd  ? 
What's  to  be  done  ? — 

ESSEX,  Nothing  for  me— my  frenzy 
Has  borne  me  far  beyond  the  bounds,  beyond 

The  reach  of  mercy :  I  muft  die 

Your  fame,  your  peace,  your  future  welfare,  all 
Demand  this  facrifice,  and  I  will  go 
A  willing  vi£tim ;  'tis  the  only  way 
To  expiate  my  crime.     Yet  ere  I  fall 
Thus  on  my  knee  let  me  implore — 

QUEEN.  Rife  ESSEX, 
I  cannot  fee  you  thus. 

ESSEX.  Permit  me,  madam  ! — 
The  hour's  at  hand,  when  all  you  fee  of  ESSEX, 
Shall  be  reftored  to  duft — fay,  my  bleft  miilrefs, 
Say,  if  my  blood  may  wafii  my  ftains  away? 
Will  you  then  drop  your  heavenly  pardon  down 
Upon  the  guilt  and  folly  of  your  tssEx  ? 
And,  when  forgot  by  others,  may  he  hope 
To  find-fome  place  within  his  QUEEN'S  remem 
brance  ? 

QUEEN.  I  cannot  fpeak  to  this — down  fvvelling 

heart '  — 

May  Heaven  beftow,  on  both,  a  pardon  free 
And  full,  as  that  which  now  I  grant  to  thee. 
Can  FSSEX  too  iorgive  his  QUEEN  the  blow, 


Her  ralhnefs  gave  him  ? 


ESSEX. 
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ESSEX*  'Tis  too  much!  — too  much, 
This  condefcenfion  ! — 'tis  a  cruel  goodnefs, 
It  pierces  to  my  foul. 

QUEEN.  Our  time  is  (hort 

Soon  will  the  lords,  your  judges,  be  aflembled 
For  life,  or  death — You  ftand  upon  the  brink  ! 
I  fear — and  would  do  much — 'Tis  true  my  fame 
Is  dear — the  pleafure  of  my  people  too, 
*Tis  peril  unto  both — Yet  ESSEX — yet— 
I  cannot  fee  thee  loft — Here  is  my  gage — 
Take  it ;  and  with  it  take  my  royal  word, 
That  whenfoever  you  return  this  ring, 
Whate'er  be  your  requeft,  it  mall  be  granted, 
To  my  crown's  value. 

ESSEX.  On  my  knee  I  take  it  • 
A  radiant  token,  like  the  fhowery  bow, 
When  firft  the  patriarch  hail'd  it  in  the  heavens  j 
Bleft  envoy  of  divinity  appeafed, 
And  grace  to  wayward  man ! 

QUEEN.  Farewell !— Who  waits  ? 

SCENE      IV. 

Enter  LIEUTENANT  of  the  TOWER. 

There  take  yourprifoner  hence,  and  guard  him  fafe, 
Until  his  hour  of  trial. 

[Exeunt  ESSEX  and  LIEUTENANT. 

Now  I  feel 

My  heart  more  eafy— all  may  yet  be  well. 

5  SCENE 
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SCENE      V. 

Enter  RUTLAND  and  Ladies. 

RUT.  Where  is  my  QUEEN  ? — Where  is   my 

royal  miftrefs  ? 

Yet  hold — recall  your  fentence — At  your  feet 
I  throw  myfelf  for  mercy,  mercy  ! 

QUEEN.  Ha ! — What  do'ft  thou  mean  ? 

RUT.  O!  never  will  I  rife, 
But  here  take  root,  the  very  plant  of  forrow, 
'Till  you  will  hear,  and  grant  j  'till  I've  implored, 
Obtain'd  my  full  petition. 

QUEEN.  This  is  frenzy ! 
Thou  do'ft  amaze  me  RUTLAND — Rife. 

RUT.  No,  no. 

Thus  will  I  kneel,  and  weep,  and  hold  for  ever; 
Cling  to  your  feet,  incumber  all  your  fteps, 
For  pity — 'till  you  do  relent — for  pardon  ! 
Pity,  and  pardon  !— 

QUEEN.  Quick,  declare  your  meaning. 

RUT,  I  fear — and  yet   1   muft  —  The  word   is 

filence — 

Will  you  then  promife? — will  you  then  prepare? — 
It  is  a  ftory  that  may  ftart  your  patience. 
My  lord — yourfervant — your  ill  fated  foldier— 
Your  ESSEX — fave  him — fave  him  ! 

QUEEN.  Ha!  what  faid'ft  thou? — 
O  my  prophetic  foul! — Is't  thy  concern  ? 
How?  Wherefore? 

RUT. 
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RUT.  Save  him  ! 

Save  my  loft  lord  —  your  ESSEX  —  fave  his  life* 
And  fave  the  life  of  RUTLAND*  —  O  !  he  is— 
He  is  —  my  hufband  - 

QUEEN.  --  Heavens!  thy  hufband  ? 

RUT.  Yes— 

A  dear,  a  fatal  truth  it  is  —  I  fee  it, 
By  the  dread  ipark  that  quickens  in  your  eye  —  • 
We  were  in  fecret  married,  a  fhort  while 
Before  my  haplefs  lord  fet  out  for  Ireland, 
On  his  laft  expedition. 

QUEEN.  Serpents  !  vipers  ! 
My  curfe  it  is  to  bofom  fuch  alone  ! 
And  all  my  fofterings,  all  my  nourifhments, 
Are  paid  me  back  in  poifon  —  Married!  married!  — 
Then  thou  art  wedded  to  thy  death. 

RUT.  My  death  ! 
Alas!  that's  nothing;  would  my  death  appeafe 

you  — 

His  life  is  all  I  afk  —  O  royal  madam  ! 
You  cannot  know  —  you  never  had  a  hufband— 
You  cannot  feel  how  dreadful  are  the  terrors, 
The  agonizing  pangs  of  a  fond  wife, 
"Who  fears  to  lole  the  hufband  of  her  heart* 
Her  "firft,  her  only  love  ! 

QUEEN.  O  !  I  am  rack'd  !  — 
.Off,  off,  I  fay,  with  thofe  detefled  hands  ! 

RUT.  I  will  not,  cannot  —  Ere  you  call  me  from 


Think,  feel,  how  I  am  torn  —  My  throbbing  heart, 
My  frantic  pulfes,  how  they  flaft,  and  bear, 

6  To 
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To  break  their  limits — My  affrighted  infant 
Who  knows  no  guilt,  yet  trembles  at  your  fury^ 
And  Harts,  <<.s  conlcious  of  his  father's  danger. 

QUEEN.  Quick,  tear  her -from  me — Drag  her 
from  my  fight — 

RUT.  O  if  you  are  woman,  born  of  woman— firft 
Say  but  that  he  fhall  live — Shall  he  not  live  ? 
My  love,  my  ESSEX,  my  life's  lord. 

QUEEN    Why   am   not    I   obey'd  ?— Hence— » 
Tear  her  hence — 

RUT.  O,   thefe  inhuman  creatures!— I  am  too 

weak, — •  • 

My  laft  of  ilrength  forfakes  me,  and  I  fink 
Into  defpair's  deep  gulph. 

QUEEN.  Be  that  thy  portion  ! 
May  comfort  never  find  thee!  May  thy  offspring, 
If  it  fhould  fee  the  light,  prove  a  frem  fource 
Of  torment  to  thee! — May  we  never  meet ! 
Be  our  appointments  wide  as  pole  from  pole* 
Nor  let  that  hated  afpecl:  ihock  me  more  ! 

[Exit  QUEEN, 

RUT.  Yet  flay,  O  (lay,  and  RUTLAND  ihail  aflift 
To  frame  new  curies  on  herfelf — :,he's  gone — 
His  doom  is  feal'd — He  dies — Then  welcome  all, 
The  blacked  plagues,  that  ever  clung  to  miiery  ! 
May  woes,  on  woes  be  heap'd,  'till  the  full  meafure 
O'crwhelm  my  foul,  and  crufh  me  into  reft*    [Exit, 


END  OF  THE  FOURTH   ACT. 
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A     C      T        V. 

SCENE,    The  TOWER. 

CECIL,  and  LIEUTENANT  of  the  TOWER! 

CECIL.  YF  you  regard  your  prefent  place,   o* 

1         hope 

For  any  future  favour,  to  a  moment  you  will 
Obferve  my  orders. 
LIEUT.  Mod  religioufly. 

SCENE      II. 

Enter  NOTTINGHAM. 

NOTT.  Sir,  by  her  Majefty's  command,  I  bring 
A  mefifage  to  my  lord  of  ESSEX. 

LIEUT.  Madam, 
I  fhall  acquaint  my  lord. 

CECIL.  How's  this,  my  NOTTINGHAM  ? — 
To  ESSEX  from  the  QUEEN,  and  you  the  mef- 

fenger  ? — 
Is  me  not  yet  refolved  ? 

NOTT.  Not  foc'd  a  moment. 
Firft  when  (he  heard  the  traitor  was  condemn'd, 
She  ftarted,  and  her  colour  turn'd  to  milk  : 

:  '  Then 
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Then  blufhing,  fcarlet  deep,  (he  drove  to  hide 
Her  inward  tumult ;  thank'd  the  lords  his  judges, 
And  bade  that  execution  fhould  be  fpeedy. 
But,  paufmg  faid,  upon  a  further  thought, 
She'd  wait  to  hear  if  yet  the  criminal 
Had  aught  to  offer — Then  retired,  and  paft 
An  hour  in  private — Sent  in  hafte  forme; 
Bid  me  draw  near,  look'd  willfully  upon  me, 
And  will'd  me  to  convey  her  laft  of  meflages, 
To  ruin'd  ESSEX — Let  him  know,  faid  (he, 
I  can  no  longer  bar  the  prefling  claims 
Of  juftice  on  him — Yet  if  he  has  reafons 
That  are  of  weight  to  (lay  his  execution, 
Let  him  deliver  them  by  you — Then  blufh'd  ; 
Breathed  afhortfigh,  and  prefung  clofe  my  hand* 
Enjoin'd  me  to  be  lecret,  and  return, 
With  fpecd  and  privacy,  whatever  ESSEX 
Should  give  in  anfwer. 

CECIL.  Ha!  this  covert  meffage, 
1  like  it  not — Would  heaven  the  deed  were  done ! 
Aye  then — but  no*v  'tis  doubtful  working  all, 
And  curs'J  fuipenfion. 

NOTT.  CECIL,  do  not  fear, 
But  I  fhall  render  a  well  pleafing  ifiue 
Of  this  fame  interview  with  my  beloved* 

CECIL.  There  reds   my  hope :  Hate  policy  al,- 

ready 

Hath  fpent  its  (hafts,  and  waits  the  matter  ftroke 
From  your  luperior  genius.     I  will  hence 
With  RALEIGH  to  the  QUEEN,  and  ftrive  to  fix 
Her  wavering  mind.  [Exit  CECIL. 

X  2 
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NOTT.  Come  now  revenge,  fole  good 
Of  flighted  woman! — come,  and  fteel  my  breaft 
Againft  ail  fenfe  of  pity,  or  remorfe ! 


SCENE      III. 
Enter  ESSEX. 

ESSEX.  Fair  vifitant,  to  whom  may  ESSEX  ftand 
Indebted  for  this  grace  ? 

NOTT.  Chiefly,  my  lord, 

To  the  QUEEN'S  majefly ;  and  fome  fmall  matter 
To  one,  who,  loving  well,  tho'  mod  unhappily, 
Has  not  yet  learn'd  entirely  to  erale 
The  fond  impreflion. 

ESSEX.  Your  reproof  is  gentle — 
Were  RUTLAND  to  be  born,  I  mud  admit 
AH  hearts  had  then  been  NOTTINGHAM'S. 

NOTT.  Your  pardon 

No  more  of  hearts,  I  pray — but  for  your  friendfhip, 
I  will  difpute  it  even  with  her  who  claims 
Pofleffion  of  your  love — The  QUEEN,  my  lord, 
Commends  the  value  of  her  pity  to  you  \ 
And  kindly  afks  if  you  have  aught  to  offer 
In  mitigation  of  your  fentence  ? 

ESSEX.  Nothing. 

NOTT.  Some  light  exception,  touching  law,  <K 

form — 

Apparent  malice  in  the  profecution— 
Error  of  judgment—but  the  flighted  hinge. 
Whereon  to  hang  her  mercy. 

S 
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ESSEX.  Not  the  (lighted— 
Tell  her,  moft  fair  and  charitable  mefienger, 
My  courfe  of  trial  has  been  free  and  equal  j 
I  (land  felfcenfured  in  my  guiltinefs  : 
And  mercy — what  in  rnercy  may  enftie — 
Is  all  her  own,  unpleaded. 

NOTT.  How,  my  lord, 
No  more  than  fo  ?  this  cannot,  mu.ft  not  be. 
The  appointed  time  is  on  you  •,  this  fhort  hour 
May  feal  your  doom — O  let  me  beg,  implore  you, 
As  if  for  my  own  life,  to  uie  the  means 
Are  left  you  to  prefer ve  yourfelf,  your  friend — 
Say,  have  you  not  a  further  plea  ? — You  hefitate — » 
A  further  caufe  for  hope  ? — You  have,  1  know  it— 
Intruft  me  with  itj  by  yon  heaven  I  fwear, 
I  will  not  leave  the  QUEEN  'till  fhe  has  granted 
My  utmoil  wim. 

ESSEX.  I  have  not  merited 

This  kind  concern  ;  but  yet  your  generous  warmth 
Demands  my  confidence.     Behold  this  fignet ! 
It  is  a  talifman,  and  bears  a  charm, 
By  royal  breath  infufed,  of  power  to  fave 
Even  from  the  jaws  of  death,. 

NOTT.  O  let  me  catch  it, 
That  I  may  fly- 

ESSEX.  Hold,  generous  fair  one!  firft 
Hear  my  requeft — Prefent  this  to  the  QUEEN 
From  dying  ESSEX — Say,  her  dying  ESSEX 
Adjures  her  by  the  virtue  of  this  ring, 
To  fave  his  friend,  to  fpare  SOUTHAMPTON'S  life, 
d  he  {hall  fall  content. 
X 


3io     THE  EARL   OF  ESSEX, 

NOTT.  O  ftint  not  thus 
The  royal  bounty — do  not  circumfcribe 
The  bounds  of  mercy — By  the  fame  requeft, 
By  the  fame  breath,  a  life  more  precious  far 
May  be  prefcrv'd — it  muft — it  mall. 

ESSEX  I  dare  not 

Urge  fuch  a  fuit — Yet  if  my  gracious  miftrefs 
Still  thinks  me  worth  preferving,  I  am  not 
So  weary  of  the  world,  but  I  would  take 
The  boon  with  grateful  heart,  and  live  to  thank  hec. 
But  O,  be  fure  you  urge  my  other  (uit  j 
Save  my  SOUTHAMPTON'S  life,  let  him  not  fall 
A*vi<5tim  to  my  crimes — alas !  he  knows 
No  guilt,  but  friendmip.     So  may  confcions  peace 
Sweeten  your  days,  and  brighten  your  lait  moments. 

[Exit  ESSEX, 

NOTT.  Now  he  is  mine — at  leaft  in  death  my 

own, 

For  ever  feal'd — tho'  not  for  love's  light  rapture, 
For  hatred,  full  as  joyous — deeper  far, 
And  more  enduring!  Now  to  take  him  fudden, 
When  the  full  tide,  returning  fraught  with  hope, 
Lifts  him  elate — to  plunge  him  down  at  once, 
To  the  eternal  bottom  !— This,  aye  this 
Alone  can  fatiate — 'tis  the  luxury 
Of  eager-eyed  revenge.  The  QUEEN — no  matter — • 
I  am  prepared — Be  but  my  vengeance  lafe, 
the  reft,  events  are  equal  all. 


SCENE 
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SCENE      IV. 

Enter  the  QUEEN. 

QUEEN.  Well,  my  dear  NOTTINGHAM,  haft  feen 

the  earl  ? 

NOTT.  Madam,  I  have. 
QUEEN.  I  could  not  be  at  peace  within  my 

palace, 

For  crowds  that  urged  petitions  in  his  favour. 
Well,  and  what  pail  ? 

NOTT.  Madam 

QUEEN.  Say 

NOTT.  I  \rilh 

QUEEN.  Madam— I  wifti — What  mean'ft  thou  ? 
NOTT.  I  wifh  your  majefty  had  fpared  your 

fervant 
This  Tingle  office. 

QUEEN.  Why  ? 

NOTT.  I  had  not  been 
The  unwelcome  bearer  of  ungrateful  tidings. 
QUEEN.  Inform  me  quick — ungrateful  tidings 

fay'fl  thou  ? 
NOTT.   O,    on   my  knees   I    beg,   my   royal 

miftrefs, 

You  w'll  enquire  no  further. 
QUEEN.  Thou  doft  amaze  me! 
NOTT.  You  lately  held  me  for  an  enemy 
To  this  brave  man,  and  ftill  may  think  me  apt 

To  mifmterpret 

,  No,  I  will  believe  thee. 

X  4 
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NOTT.  He's  here   at  hand — Your  majefty   ii^ 

perfon 
May  now  inform  yourfelf— 

QUEEN.  No  more,  I  charge  you 

Be  full,  and  fpecdy — Give  me  up  the  whole 
Of  what  has  paft. 

NOTT.  I  muft  obey  you  then— 
And  yet  I  fear — When  firft  the  earl  appear'd, 
He  wore  a  kind  of  haughty  difcontent, 
That  feem'd  to  mock  misfortune  i  fcarce  he  deign'd 
TO  note  that  I  was  prefent. 

QUEEN.  What,  ib  high  ? 

NOTT.  Yet  not  ungraceful.    Greatly  I  deplored 
The  precipice  to  which  mifdeeming  error, 
Or  accident  had  led  him — bid  him  yet 
Not  to  defpond — for  much  was  in  the  power 
Of  royal  pity — Then  I  minded  him 
Of  your  paft  favours — all  his  honours,  offices. 
Your  late  fupport  againft  his  powerful  foes, 
And  this  laft  aft  of  your  divine  companion. 
That  would  not  let  him  finally  be  loft, 
But  fent  your  ipecial  fervant  to  fuggeft 
iThe  means  of  fafety  to  him. 

QUEEN.  Then  he  did  melt. 

NOTT.  Let  me  flop  here— for  fure  fuch  heigh^ 

of  pride, 

In  one  of  lefs  exalted  qualities, 
Were  not  to  be  endured — Sdll  as  I  ipoke^ 
He  look'd,  and  moved,   and  turn'd,  an4  changec| 

impatient. 

Favours !  he  cry'd,  what  favours  ?  pofts  of  danger, 

And 
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And  empty  titles  for  efiential  fervice  ! 

Yes-— fhe  has  well  avow'd  her  grace  to  ESSEX, 

In  all  her  public  feoffs,  and  open  infults, 

Laid  as  a  fubtle  train  to  fire  my  temper 

To  a6ts  obnoxious  to  the  law ;  and  then 

Her  jury  of  pack'd  peers,  and  this  fmoqth  meflage. 

To  lull  me  to  the  laft. 

QUEEN.  Hold,  NOTTINGHAM 
O,  he's  the  moft  accurs'd  for  deep  ingratitude, 
That  e'er   proved  faife  to  friendship — Tell   rap 

NOTTINGHAM — 

J  can  no  longer  wait  the  tedious  preface — - 
Say,  did  he  claim  no  mercy  at  our  hands? 

NOTT.  Not  any,  madam. 

QUEEN.  Spoke  he  of  no  pledge  ? 
TSFo  obligation  that  I  had  to  fave  him  ? 

NOTT.  Nq,  on  my  honour. 

QUEEN.  By  thy  hopes  of  mercy, 
Aniwer  as  at  the  laft  tremendous  bar — 
No  pledge,  no  token  ?— . fent  he  not  a  ring  ? 
J^ook  at  me,  and  reply — did  he  nqt  fend 
A  ring  in  anfwer  ? 

NOTT.  You  amaze  me,  madam  1 
I  am  quite  to  feek  in  this — What  ring  ?  what  token ! — 
Had  you  but  told  me,  had  your  majefty 
Qnce  hinted  fuch  a  thing,  I  had  required  it. 

QUEEN.  O,  I  am  choak'd !    he  pulls  his  own 

deftruction 
In  his  blind  fury  on  himfelf, 

NOTT.  Alas, 

Tokens 
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Tokens  of  mercy !  he  difclaim'd  the  offer  : 
He  faid,  he  would  no  more  of  royal  mercy- 
Such  as  was  fhewn  to  RUTLAND,  to  his  wife  5 
As  tho'  the  Britifh  breed  of  noble  bloods 
Were  Haves  for  pride  to  fpurn  ! 

QUEEN.  No  more,  no  more 

I  am  all  on  fire — This  fever  of  the  blood, 
It  thirfts  to  death  ! — Who  waits  ? 


SCENE      V, 
Enter  CECIL  and  RALEIGH. 

My  lords, 

See  fpeedy  execution  done  on  ESSEX— 
I  have  determined  not  to  quit  the  Tower, 
While  he  is  matter  of  his  head — Lord  CECIL, 
Do  you  and  RALEIGH  fee  it  done. 

[Exeunt  QUEEN  and  NOTTINGHAM, 

RALEIGH,  Think   you,  my  lord,  how  long  3 

woman's  will, 

Altho'  the  firft,  and  firmed  of  her  fex^ 
May  hold  its  purpofe  ?•• 

CECIL.  If  a  favourite  point, 
Mayhap,  an  hour  or  fo  •,  therefore  the  half 
Shall  now  fuffice  us,  RALEIGH— .Who  attends  J 


SCEN& 
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SCENE      VI. 

Enter  an  OFFICER. 
Bid  the  lieutenant  have  his  prifoners  ready. 

[Exit  OFFICER, 

Now  we  may  hope  for  funny  days  in  England, 
When  this  all-covering  cloud  is  overpad  ; 
Whole  greatnefs  did  imbibe  the  beams  of  majefty 
Nor  fuffcr'd  aught  to  pafs  but  by  tranfmiflion 
Thro'  its  own  radiant  fkirts. 

SCENE      VII. 

Enter  LIEUTENANT  of  the  TOWER,  with  ESSEX 
and  SOUTHAMPTON  guarded. 

CECIL.  My  lord  of  ESSEX, 
We  bring  an  order  for  your  execution. 
I  have  a  chriftian's  hope  you  (land  prepared ; 
For  even  a  portion  of  the  prefenrhour 
Mud  be  your  laft  of  life. 

ESSEX.  Ha !  fhort  indeed, 
For  infinite  intendments ! — '  f  is.  thy  will 

0  Heaven !  collect  me  to  it :  give  me  itrength 
To  face  this  king  of  terrors — fill  my  bread 
With  hope,  and  pureft  faith,  that  on  the  block 

1  may  lie  down,  as  on  the  plaintlefs  bed 

Of  fleeping  infancy. — Thanks,  gracious  Heaven  I 
I  feel  my  granted  prayer-,  and  a  new  vigour 
Springs  in  iny  bread !— I  now  can  fmile  at  death. 
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But  O,  my  friend  ! — no  pardon  yet  arrived  !-— 
Can  the  QUEEN  falfify  her  word  ? 

SOUTH.  Come,  ESSEX 

Let  us  now  leave  a  leflbn  to  our  foes, 
How  men  fhould  die. 

ESSEX.  Were  I  alone  to  fuffer, 
I  think  I  fhould  not  give  them  caufe  to  fcorn  me. 

ButO!  'tis  here 

A  weight  of  lead  on  my  afpiring  fpirit, 
That  I  have  rent  the  virtues  of  SOUTHAMPTON 
Untimely  from  the  world. 

SOUTH.  Be  witnefs,  Heaven  ! 
Thedeareft  wifh  SOUTHAMPTON'S  foul  could  form, 
Would  be  to  live  for  ever  with  his  ESSEX  ; 
The  next,  thus  join'da  to  lie  in  death  together. 

SCENE      VIII. 

Enter  LIEUTENANT  of  the  TOWER. 

LIEUT.  My  lord  SOUTHAMPTON, 
I  have  a  mefTage  for  your  private  ear. 
SOUTH.  Speak  out,  nor  fear  to  wound  me  with 

the  tidings : 

The  worft  is  death,  and  that  is  pad  already. 
LIEUT.    My  lord,    I    mud   entreat   you  will 

withdraw — 
Something  of  moment  from  her  majefty. 

[Exeunt  SOUTHA  MPTON  and  LIEUTENANT^ 

ESSEX.  CECIL,    when  you  approach  an  hour 

like  this, 
You  then  may  learn  how  low  ambition  is^ 

Ho* 
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How  groundlefs  is  the  quarrel,  which  contends 
For  this  vain  world  —  Till  then  —  'till  then  and 

ever, 
The  foes  of  ESSEX  have  free  pardon.    Ha  ! 


SCENE      IX. 

Enter  SOUTHAMPTON  and  LIEUTENANT, 

What  new  diftrefs  ?  what  can  this  mean  ?  In  tears  I 
Nay  then  the  ftroke  muft  be  fevere  indeed, 
That  fhocks  the  manly  firmnefs  of  thy  foul. 
O  that  the  bitter  cup  were  all  my  own  ! 
What  is  it,  fay  ? 

SOUTH.  It  is  —  it  is—  O  mifery  ! 
Tis  torture  —  'tis  the  death  contrived  by  tyrants  f 
It  is  the  fpinning  of  life's  lingering  thread 
To  agony  unfpeakablej  it  is 
The  death  of  friendfhip,  the  attempt  to  rend 
X  he  eternal  bonds  of  foul  and  foul  afunderf 
The  QUEEN  hath  fent  me  - 
ESSEX.  Warrant  of  death. 
SOUTH.  No,  worfe 
ESSEX.  Can  there  be  worfe  ? 
SOUTH.  Yes  —  pardon! 
ESSEX.  Catch  the  found, 
Ye  choiring  angels  !  and  with  hovering  wings 
Of  ever  wakeful  'tendance  guard  my  QUEEN,* 
Whofe  mercy  at  an  hour  like  this  has  ipared 
The  guilt,  the  life  of  ESSEX,  in  his  friend. 

SOUTH.  No,  no,  my  brother, 
We  will  not  part—  SOUTHAMPTON  does  difclaim 
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Her  barbarous  mercy — What  a  joylefs  wild 
This  world  would  be  without  thee!  Where,  alas?* 
WThere  fhould  I  find  the  bofom  to  partake 
And  double  every  joy  ?  Where  fhould  I  find 
The  tender  fympathizing  heart,  to  feel 
And  lighten  every  woe  ?  No  more  the  tongue 
Of  friendship,  fweeteft  rrinfic  to  the  ear ! 
Shall  greet  my  defert  fenfe:  no  more  my  hours 
In  focial  raptures  (leal  away  unmark'd  ; 
Thofe  bleffed  hours  when  foul  with  foul  converfes# 
Tranfparent,  pure,  as  from  their  bodies  freed. 
O  ESSEX,  think  upon  the  early  ties 
That  in  our  tender  years  join'd  our  fond  hearts ; 
Think  how  they  grew,  how  they  were  twined  to 
gether  ; 

And  mall  they  now  be  parted  ? — No*  my  ESSEX* 
In  life  we  have  been  one,  and  in  our  deaths 
We  will  not  be  divided. 
ESSEX.  There  is  a  caufe,  a  precious  caufe,  my 

brother— 

Thou  ftill  muft  live,  to  love,  to  ferve,  to  fave  him, 
All  that  mall  fuddenly  be  left  of  ESSEX  ; 
Where  yet  he  lives,  much  more  than  to  himfelf, 
Thro'  every  pulfe,  and  trembling  chord  infufed 
With  quick  and  dear  fenfation — Lend  thy  bofom 
To  hide  one  tear  that  will  not  be  witheld — 
Yet  here  'tis  due  from  manhood — O  my  wife  ! — 

SOUTH.  I  had  forgot — Yes,  ESSEX,  I  will  live— 
For  thy  dear  fake  I'll  make  a  weary  pilgrimage, 
To  guide  Chy  other  felf  thro'  all  the  thorns 
And  mazes  of  the  -world  •,  'till  the  wifh'd  hour 

By 
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By  fate  appointed  comes,  when  we  (hall  meet 
To  part  no  more. 

ESSEX.  Cherifh,  proted,  fupport  her. 

SOUTH.  Ever,  ever. 

ESSEX.  Then  the  great  bufinefs  of  the  world- 

is  over— 

You  two  make  all  my  treafure  left  on  earth ; 
Comfort  each  other,  we  mall  meet  hereafter 
In  happier  climes — the  heaven  I  have  in  view- 
Will  not  be  perfeft  elfe— 'Till  then,  farewell! 

SOUTH.  Whilft  I  have  fpeech  to  fay — 'till  then, 

farewell !  [Exit  SOUTHAMPTON. 

ESSEX.  Now  on,  my  lords,   and  execute  your 
office.  [Exeunt  CICIL  and  RALEIGH, 

SCENE      X. 

Enter  RUTLAND  and  Ladies. 

RUT.  Where  is  he  ?  let  me  catch  him !  hold 

him  !  fave  him  ! 

Rum  on  the  ftroke  that  would  attempt  his  life  t— 
O  ESSEX,  O  my  lord  ! — 

ESSEX.  This  is  too  much, 
Too  much  for  man! — I  hoped— Ah  cruel  dear ! 
Were  not  eternity,  and  fudden  death, 
Of  weight  fufficient  to  a  mortal  nature  ? 
And  art  thou  come  to  reinforce  their  powers, 
And  weaken  what  was  left  of  man  about  me  ? 
RUT.  The  QUEEN,  my  love— the  QUEEN  per 
mits  this  meeting; 

And  therefore  grants,  that  we  (hall  part  no  more. 

ESSEX. 
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ESSEX.  What  doft  thou  mean  ? — Thy  looks  affe 

wild,  and  keen  ; 

They  pierce  my  foul — Retire,  my  angel — do*-* 
Let  me  prevail,  and  recoiled  thy  fpiritSi 
-But  for  a  moment. 

RUT.  'Tis  impolTible— 
High  Heaven  doth  know  it  is  impofTible— - 
I  cannot  leave  thee— -never  will  I  leave  thee  1 
Sure  we  may  die  together — 

ESSEX,  My  foul's  treafure  I 
It  is  in  vain  ;  the  hand  of  ftronger  fate 
Compels,  and  we  muft  part. 
LIEUT.  My  gracious  lord, 
Your  latefl  minute  is  at  hand— 

RUT.  What's  this  ? 

An  axe!  an  executioner! — 'Tis  dreadful! 
I  am  not  prepared  for  this — Is  it  a  dream  ? 
If  you  have  pity,  wake  me. 
ESSEX.  A  fhort  abfence — 
No  more— *  Tis  but  to  bid  one  dear  farewell^ 
*Till  we  do  meet  to  part  no  more. 

RUT.  Ah  whither  would'ft  thou?— Think  no£ 

to  efcape  me— 

No  barbarous  ESSEX,  thou  fhalt  never  part  me| 
I'll  cling  to  thee  in  death. 

ESSEX.  This,  this,  cuts  keen 
And  deep,  beyond  the  /hallow  reach  of  fteel  j 
It  is  the  quick  of  foul  that  here  is  pierced ! 
Hafte,  hafte,  in  pity  as  I  (land  difpatch  me — • 
Is  there  not  one,  one  hand  of  friendly  mercy* 
To  lodge  a  poniard  here  ? — 
Quick,  drag  me  to  the  block — Help  me  to  funder— • 

Yet 
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Yet,  hurt  her  not — It  is  in  vain — fhe  grafps  me 
As  in  the  agonies  of  death — Loft  wretch  ! 
And  wert  thou  born  to  this  ?  Accurs'd  the  hour 
That  gave  me  up  to  light ! — Yet  more  accurs'd 
That  hour  I  once  deem'd  happieft  over  all 
The  world  calls  happy,  to  this  blefTed  flower 
Tying  my  baleful  influence — Ha !  fhe's  going— 
Her  fpeechlefs  lip  grows  livid,  and  thofe  orbs 
Wane  from  their  peerlefs  luftre — Gently,  gently — * 
Now  loofe  her  hold— Support  her. — 

LIEUT.  NOWJ  my  lord, 

'Twere  beli  tofeize  the  occafion — The  time's  pad. 
My  orders  are- 

ESSEX.  Come  then,  and  pufh  me  off 
Down  the  dark  void  that  fpreads  upon  futurity.—* 
O  my  loft  love  !— * 

O  Gem !  for  which  the  world  were  richly  fold  ! 
If  there's  a  heaven  can  connterpoife  thy  lofs, 
It  is  indeed  beyond  imagination  ! 
Night  comes  upon  me — when  my  eyes  have  ta'en 
Their  laft,  laft  look — the  bitternefs  of  death 
Is  paft — and  the  world  now  is  nothing  ! 

[Exeunt  ESSEX,  &c. 

SCENE      XF. 

Enter  QUEEN,  NOTTINGHAM,  Ladies  and  Gentle* 
men,  &c. 

QUEEN.  Is  he  then  gone? — To  death  ?— ESSEX 

to  death  ! 

And  by  my  order  ? — Now  perhaps — this  moment!—- 
Hafte  NOTTINGHA.MJ  difpatch-— 

VOL.  II.  Y  NOTT. 
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NOTT.  What  would  your  majefly  ! 

QUEEN.  I   know  not  what — I  am  in  horrors, 

NOTTINGHAM, 

In  horrors  worfe  than  death  ! — Does  he  flill  live  ? 
Run,  bring  me  word — Yet  flay — Can  you  not  fave 

him 

Without  my  bidding  ?  Read  it  in  my  heart — 
In  my  diilradlion  read — O,  fure  the  hand 
That  faved  him,  would  be  as  a  bleft  angel's 
Pouring  foft  balm  into  my  rankling  breaft. 

NOTT.  If  it  lhall  pleafe  your  majefly  to  give 
Exprefs  commands,  I  lhall  obey  them  flraight — 
1  he  world   will   think  it  ilrange — But  yon   are 

QUSEN. 

QUEEN.  Hard'-  hearted'  NOTTINGHAM  !  to  arm 

my  pride, 

My  fhame,  againft  my  mercy. — Ha!  what's  here? 
A  fight  to  ftrike  refentment  dead,  and  roufe 
Soft  pity  even  in  a  barbarous  breaft — 
It  is  the  wife  of  ESSEX  ! 

Rife  RUTLAND,  come  to  thy  repentant  miftrefs  : 
See,  thy  QUEEN  bends  to  take  thee  to  her  bofom, 
And  fofter  thee. for  ever  ! — Rife. 

RUT.  Which  way  ? 
Do  you  not  fee  thefe  circling  deeps  ? — - 
Not  all  the  fathom,  lines  that  have  been  loos'd 
To  found  the  bottom  of  the  faithlefs  main, 
Could  reach  to  draw  me  hence.     Never  was  dug 
A  grave  fo  deep  as  mine! — Help  rne,  kind  friend, 
Help  me  to  put  thefe  little  bones  together — 
Thefe  are  my  meffengers  to  yonder  world, 

To 
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To  feek  for  fome  kind  hand,  to  drop  mer  down 
A  little  charity. 

QUEEN.   Heart-breaking  founds  ! 

RUT.  Thefe  were  an  infant's  bones — But  hufh— 

don't  tell — 

Don't  tell  the  QUEEN — 
An  unborn  infant's — May  be,  if  'tis  known, 
They'll  fay  I  murder'd  it — indeed  I  did  not— 
It  was  the  axe — how  ftrange  foe'er,  'tis  true ! 
Help  me  to  put  them  right,  and  then  they'll  fly — 
For  they  are  light,  and-not  like  mine,  incumber'd 
WitH  limbs  of  marble,  and  a  heart  of  lead. 

QUEEN.  Alas !  her  reafon  is  difturb'd ';  her  eyes 
Are  wild,  and  abfent — Do  you  know  me,  RUT 
LAND  ? 
Do  you  not  know  your  Qtr  E  E  N  ? 

RUT.  O  yes,  the  QUEEN  ! — 
They  fay  you  have  pdwer  of  life  and  death — Poor 

QUEEN  ! 

They  flatter  you. — You  can  take  life  away, 
But  can  you  give  it  back  ?  No,  no,  poor  QUEEN  ! — 
Look  at  thefeeyes — they  are  a  widow's  eyes — - 
Do  you  know  that  ? — Perhaps  indeed  you'll  fay, 
A  widow's  eyes  mould  weep^  and  mine  are  dry  : 
That's  not  my  fault  -,  tears  mould  come  from  the 

heart, 

And  mine  is  dead— I  feel  it  cold  within  me, 
Cold  as  a  flone — But  yet  my  brain  is  hot— • 
O  fye  upon  this  head,  it  is  ilark  naught ! 
Be(eech  your  rrujefty  to  cut  it  off, 
The  bloody  axe  is  ready — Say  the  word, 
(For  none  can  cut  off  heads  without  your  leave) 

Y  2  And 
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And  it  i<  dcme — I  humbly  thank  your  highnefs, 
You  look  a  kind  confent.     I'll  but  juftin 
And  fay  a  prayer  or  two. 
From  my  youth  upwards  I  ftill  faid  my  prayers 
Before  I  flept  *,  and  this  is  my  laft  fleep. 
Indeed  'tis  not  thro'  fear,  nor  to  gain  time — 
Not  your  own  foldier  could  meet  death  more  bravely; 
You  ihall   be  judge  yourfelf.— We   muft    make 

hafte— 

I  pray  be  ready — If  we  lofe  no  time, 
I  fhall  o'ertake  and  join  him  on  the  way. 

[Exit  RUTLAND. 

QUEEN.  Follow   her  clofe,  allure   her  to  fome 

chamber 

Of  privacy ;  there  footh  her  frenzy,  but 
Take  care  me  go  not  forth.     Heaven  grant  I  may 

not 

Require  fuch  aid  myfelf !  for  fure  I  feel 
A  ftrange  commotion  here. 

SCENE      XII. 

Enter  an  OFFICER. 

OFFICER.  May  it  pleafe  your  majefty, 
The  earl,  as  he  addreft  him  to  the  block, 
Requeued  but  the  time  to  write  thefe  lines ; 
And  earneftly  conjured  me  to  deliver  them 
Into  your  royal  hands. 

QUEEN.  Quick — What  is  here !— Juft  heaven  ! 

Fly,  take  this  fignet, 

Stop  execution —  fly  with  eagle's  wings — 
What  art  thou  ? — of  this  world  ? 

NOTT; 


THE  EARL  OF  ESSEX.      325 

NOTT.  Ha! — I'm  difcover'd — 
Then  be  it  fo  — Your  majefty  may  fpare — 

QUEEN.  Stop,  flop  her  yell! — Hence  to  fome 

dungeon,  hence — 

Deep  funk  from  day  !   In  horrid  filence  there 
Let  confcience  talk  to  thee,  infix  its  ftings, 
Awake  remorfe,  and  defperate  penitence ; 
And  from  the  torments  of  thy  confcious  guilt 
May  hell  be  all  thy  refuge  ! 

[Exit  No TTINGHAM  guarded. 

SCENE      XIII. 

Enter  C^CIL,  RALEIGH,  &c. 

CECIL.  Gracious  madam, 
I  grieve  to  fay  your  order  came  too  late ; 
We  met  the  meflenger  on  our  return 
From  feeing  the  earl  fall. 

QUEEN.  O  fatal  found  ! 

Ye  bloody  pair !  accurs'd  be  your  ambition, 

For  it  was  cruel. 

O  RUTLAND,  fitter,  daughter,  fair  forlorn  ! 
No,  more  thy  QUEEN  or  miftrefs,  here  I  vow, 
To  be  for  ever  wedded  to  thy  griefs — 
A  faithful  partner,  numbering  figh  for  figh, 
And  tear  for  tear;  till  our  fad  pilgrimage 
Shall  bear  us  where  our  ESSEX  now  looks  down 
With  pity  on  a  toiling  world,  and  fees 
What  trains  of  real  wretchednefs  await 
The  dream  of  power  and  emptinefs  of  (late. 

Y3  EPILOGUE. 


EPILOGUE. 


Written    by    Mr.    G  A  R  R  I  C  K; 

And  fpoken  by  Mrs.  PRITCHARD,  in  the  character 
of  QUEEN  ELIZABETH. 

IF  any,  here,  are  Britons  but  in  name, 
Dead  to  their  country's  happinefs  and  fame, 
Let  'em  depart  this  moment — Let  'em  fly 
My  awiul  prefence,  and  my  fearching  eye ! 

No  more  your  Queen,  but  upright  judge  I  come, 
To  try  your  deeds  abroad,  your  lives  at  home  j 
Try  you  in  every  point,  from  fmall  to  great, 
Your  Wit, — Laws, — -Fafhions, — Valour,-— 

Church  and  State! 

Search  you,  as  Britons  ne'er  were  fearch'd  before—' 
"  O  tremble!  for  you  hear  the  lion  roar  1" 

Sfnce  that  mod  glorious  time  that  here  I  reign'd, 
An  age  and  half! — what  have  you  loft  or  gain'd  ? 
Your  Wit — whate'er  your  poets  fing  or  fwear, 
Since Shakefpeare's  time  is  fomewhat  worfe  for  wear. 
Your  Laws  are  good,  your  lawyers  good  of  conrfe ; 
The  ft  reams  are  furely  clear,  when  clear  the  fource: 
In  greater  ftore  thefe  bleffings  now  are  fent  ye  j 
Where  I  had  one  attorney,  you  have  twenty. 
Fafhions,  ye  fair,  deferve  nor  praife  nor  blame, 

6  Unlefs 
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Unlefs  they  rife  as  foes  to  fenfe  or  fhame  : 
Wear  ruffs,  or  gauze — but  let  your  fkill  be  fuch, 
Rather  to  Ihew  too  little,  than  too  much. 
As  for  your  Valour — here  my  lips  I  clofe — 
Let  thofe  who  beft  have  proved  it,  fpeak — your 

foes. 

Your  Morals,  Church,  and  State,  are  ftill  behind — 
But  foft — prophetic  fury  fills  my  my  mind  ! 
I  fee  thro'  time — behold  a  youthful  hand, 
Holding  the  fcepter  of  this  happy  land  ; 
Whofe  heart  with  juftice,  love,  and  virtue  fraught, 
Born  amongft  Britons,  and  by  Britons  taught, 
Shall  make  the  barking  tongues  of  faction  ceafe, 
And  weave  the  garland  of  domeftic  peace : 
Long  mall  he  reign — no  florms  to  beat  his  breaft  ; 
Unruly  paffions  that  difturb'd  my  reft ! 
Shall  live,  the  blefiings  he  beftows,  to  fhare^ 
Reap  all  my  glory,  but  without  my  care. 


^       7*fs. 

V 
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A 

FRAGMENT. 


The  SONG  of  TheFiLEA  of  Antient  Days,  PHE» 
LIN  the  gray-hair'd  Son  of  the  Son  of  Kinfadda. 

WHAT  do  I  love — what  is  it  that  mine 
eyes 

Turn  round  in  fearch  of — that  my  foul  longs  after, 
But  cannot  quench   her  third? — 'Tis   BEAUTY, 

PHELIN  ! 

I  fee  it  wide  beneath  the  arch  of  Heaven, 
When  the  ftars  peep  upon  their  evening  hour, 
And  the  moon  rifcs  on  the  eaftern  wave, 
Houfed  in  a  cloud  of  gold  ! — I  fee  it  wide 
In  earth's  autumnal  teints  of  various  landfcape, 
When  the  firft  ray  of  morning  tips  the  trees, 
And  fires  the  diftant  rock!-— I  hear  its  voice, 
When  thy  hand  fends  the  found  along  the  gale, 
Swept  from  the  filver  firings;  or,  on  mine  ear 
Drops  the  fweet  fadnefs  ! — At  my  heart  I  feel 
Its  potent  grafp,  I  melt  beneath  the  touch, 

When 
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When  the  tale  pours  upon  my  fenfe  humane 
The  woes  of  bther  times! — What  art  thou,BEAUTY  ? 
Thou  art  not  colour,  fancy,  found,  nor  form — 
Thefe  but  the  conduits  are,  whence  the  foul  quaffs 
The  liquor  of  its  Heaven. — Whate'er  thou  art, 
Nature,  or  Nature's  Spirit,  .thou  art  ALL 
I  long  for  ! — O,  defcend  upon  my  Thoughts ! 
To  thine  own  mufic,  tune,  thou  Power  of  Grace, 
The  cordage  of  my  heart !  fill  every  fhape 
That  rifes  to  my  dream,  or  wakes  to  vifion  j 
And  touch  the  threads  of  every  mental  nerve, 
With  all  thy  facred  feelings  1 — 

THE  SUN  now  haften'd    down  his  weftern 

Heaven, 

And  faw  his  beams  reflected  from  the  fpires 
Of  fair  Emania. — High,  within  the  Hall, 
With  all  his  Heroes,  names  of  wide  renown, 
With  all  his  Sages,  heads  grown  white  in  council, 
With  all  his  Bards,  the  fires  of  fong,  around  him— * 
CONRADE  the  mighty, fate! 

Wide  o'er  the  feflal  board,  in  many  a  bowl, 
The  various  liquor  flow'd.—In  various  cups, 
Metal,  or  wrought  from  veiny  adamant, 
Or  of  the  treafures  of  the  pearly  deep, 
The  focial  pledge  of  health  went  round.     Before 
The  King  of  Chiefs,  the  hoar  and  reverend  brow 

Of 
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Of  Wifdom  was  unbent,  and  every  heart 
Caught  gladnefs  from  his  afpecl.     Near  the  feat 
Of  lifted  Majefty,  flood  the  young  bloom 
Of  Erin's  hope,  SLEMFANNON,  as  a  fapling 
Sprouting  aloft  beneath  the  parent  oak, 
That  overlooks  the  foreft.     Now,  and  oft, 
He  turn'd  his  face  of  filial  fweetnefs  upward, 
To  catch  the  glance  of  the  paternal  eye, 
That  dropt  indulgence  and  delight  upon  him : 
Now,  with  both  hands,  fall  by  the  finewy  wrift, 
He  grafp'd  the  Firft  of  Heroes— "  O,"  he  cried, 
"  Will  ever,  ever,  your  SLEMFANNON  wield 
"  The  crafhing  mace,  or  bend  the  bow  of  fteel, 
*c  With  fuch  an  arm  as  this  r" — He  fpoke,  and 

rear'd 

The  ponderous  hand  on  high  !  The  Ihout  of  joy 
Pour'd  round  the  table  ! — for,  in  that  right  hand, 
Lay  Erin's  glory,  and  the  fure  refource 
Pf  nations  from  the  waders  of  the  world! 

Soft  fmiling,  gently  bending  from  his  feat, 
The  Monarch  anfwer'd — "  Yes,  thou  pride  of 

CONRADE, 

*c  In  whom  he  fondly  joys  to  live  renew'd, 
"  Frelh  born,  a  dearer  growth  of  young  exiftence — » 
"  Thou  art  the  vefTel  that  fhall  pour  his  fame 
**  On  future  times! — The  day  is  yet  to  come, 

When 
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cc  When  nations,  to  exalt  the  name  of  CONRADE, 
"  Shall  fay,  He  was  the  Father  of  SLEMFANNON  !" 

<c  Thine  arm  is  young,  my  fon,  but  not  in 
glorious  -, 

"  The  Romans,  from  the  Rhodane  to  the  Po, 
u  Have  felt  it  through  their  fteel!  The  ear  of 

heroes 

"  Lifts  not  to  its  own  praife — yet  know,  thy  name 
"  Is  in  the  fong  of  bards ;  andPHELiN,  oft, 
"  To  me  gives  up  the  mufic  of  thy  deeds, 
"  And  tunes  my  foul  to  joy.— But,  mark,  SLEM- 

FANNON ! 

"  The  arm  of  Power  is,  ever,  worfhieft  feen 
*6  In  Prefervation — he,  who  faves,  is  next 
"  To  him  who  gives  exiftence.    O,  SLEMFANNON, 
<c  That  we  might  fave!— that  we  might  favc  ALL, 

then, 

«4  Without  offence  to  Any  !  In  this  Hall, 
"  O,   might  yon  length  of  iword,   yon   fliining 

mail, 

"  Hang  indolent  for  ever ! — and,  in  days 
"  Of  ages  yet  to  come,  the  Sons  of  Peace, 
«*  Gazing  and  wondering,    queftion,   with  each 

other, 
•*  What  once  had  been  their  ufe !— Attend,  my 

heroes  ! — 

«  Man 
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4i  Man  comes  into  this  pafling  world  of  wcak- 

nefs, 

44  And  cries  for  help  to  man !  for,  feeble  is  he, 
44  And  many  are  his  foes— third,   hunger,   nak-j 

ednefs ; 

44  Difeafes  infinite  within  his  frame; 
46  Without,  the  inclemency  and  wrath  of  feafons, 
"  Famines,  plagues,  pefts,  devouring  elements, 
*c  Earthquakes    beneath,    and   thunders    rolling 

o'er  him  ; 

"  Age  and  infirmity,  on  either  hand ; 
44  And  Death  who,  lifts  the  certain  Dart  behind 

him! 

44  Thefe  we   might   deem   (had  any   Pitying 

Power 

«4  Ordain'd  the  ways  of  man)  were  ills  fufficient ! 
44  Man  thinks  not  fo — on  his  own  race  he  turns 
44  The  force  of  all  his  talents,  cxquifite 
44  To  fhorten  the  fhort  interval,  by  Art, 
"  Which  Nature  left  us !  Fire  and  fword  are  in 
44  His  hand ;  and,  in  his  thought,  are  machinations 

44  For  fpeeding  of  perdition!  Half  the  world, 
46  Down  the  fteep  gulph  of  dark  futurity, 

45  Pufli  off  their  fellows — paufe  upon  the  brink — 
44  And  then  drop  after  !"— 

44  Tell  me,  ye  Sages,  tell  me,  if  ye  can, 
44  Whence  is  the  Stream  of  Life !— It  rifes  frefh 

44  In 
8 
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cc  In  fmiling  infancy;  and  pours  along, 

"  Short,  turbulent,  and  murmuring  in  its  courfe, 

*c  To  its  capacious  fea.     The  Tea  fills  not; 

"  The  fea,  from  whence  it  never  has  return'd  ; 

"  Nor  ceafes,  yet,   the  ftream. — Where  lies  the 

Fund, 

<c  From  whence  it  flows  ? — will  it  be  ever,  thus? — 
cl  And  to  no  end,  no  purpoie  ?" — 

While,  thu^,  the  Hero  quedion'd  on  the  height 
And  depth  of  vaft  Infinitude,  intent 
To  plumb  it  with  his  fathom-,  through  the  Hall 
A  fudden  Radiance  broke !— All  turn'd  their  eyes 
Upon  the  coming  Glory;  for,  of  earth, 
They  did  not  deem  the  vifion  ! — On  fhe  came, 
SHULAMA,  daughter  of  the  gold-throned  king 
Of  Scandinavia — on  me  came,  in  all 
Her  pleafantnefs  of  beauty,  as  the  morn, 
Blufhing  amidft  the  brightnefs  of  its  eaft, 
Rifes  on  human  fight !  A  train  of  virgins 
Follow'd  her  fteps  ;  to  them,  twice  twenty  heroes, 
Lords  of  wide  lands  and  famed  in  northern  fields, 
Succeeded;  and  yet,  diftant,  far  behind, 
Was  feen  the  long  retinue  !  Through  the  Hall, 
Silent  and  ftill,  as  in  the  noon  of  night, 
Attention  held  its  breach — the  white  hair'd  Sages 

Kear'd 
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Rear'd  their  fprcad  hands,  in  wonder — and  SLEM- 

FANNOM 

Gazed,  as  a  blind-born  man  cndow'd  with  fight, 
When  firft  he  looks  upon  a  new  found  world  ! 

Tow'rd  the  gem'd  throne  of  awful  majefty, 
The  Maiden  bent  the  luftre  of  her  eye, 
And  grace  of  motion.     Lowly,  on  her  knee 
She  funk,  imploring — "  Hail,  thou  Firft  of  Heroes, 
"  The  conqueror  of  the  conquerors  of  the  world, 
"  King  over  kings  uplifted  ! — Have  I  then, 
"  Beheld  the  face  of  CONRADE,  and  furvived  it?" 

<€  RUTHAMOR,  monarch  of  the  golden  throne, 
"  Whofe   deeds   light  up  the  north,    hath    fent 

SHULAMA 

<e  To  feek  alliance  with  the  might  of  CONRADE!— 
"  I  come  from  far,  ambalTadrefs  of  Jove ; 
u  And  claim  a  partner  for  my  father's  throne, 
"  Even  your  beloved  daughter,  SEC  ALE  ME, 
"  The  witch  who  rolls  the  eyes  of  young  enchant 
ment!" 

Rifing,  and  (low  defcending  from  his  throne, 
CONRADE  advanced.     He  rais'd  the  awe-ftruck 

maid, 

And,  to  his  war-imprinted  bofom,  clafp'd 
The  dangers  of  her  beauty — u  Welcome,  welcome, 

«   Welcome," 
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"  Welcome,"  he  cried,  «  to  CONRADE,  to  his 

Erin, 
*c  Thou  daughter  of  delight !  —  for  favouring 

Heaven 

<c  Hath  made  thee  in  its  pride  of  workmanftiip, 
5*  And  planted  levelinefs,  as  light,  around  thee! 

"  Hadft  thou,  O  daughter  of  the  bleft  RUTHA- 

MOR, 

"  Required  a  province  at  the  hands  of  CONRADE, 
"  It  had  been  given — or  gold,  and  coftly  jewels  ; 
<c  He  would  have  ftored  your  (hipping  with  the 

burden, 

<c  Till  you  cried,  Hold ! — But,  here,  alas,  you  afk 
€l  The  only  thing  I  covet! — SEGALEME, 
*c  And  young  SLAMFANNON,  are  the  eyes  of  CON 
RADE— 

a  The  precious  eyes,  by  which  he  guides  his  fteps, 
cc  And  looks,  alone,  for  joy !  And  fhall  I,  then, 
"  Shall  I  fend  off  the  treafure  from  my  foul, 
"  To  enrich  the  land  of  ftrangers  ? — No,  SHU- 
LAMA! 

"  Haply,  when  grown  infirm,  and  dim  with  age, 
<c  When  I  can  only  feel  around  for  comfort, 
^  How  fhall  my  hands  ftretch  forth  to  foreign 

climes, 

<c  And,  to  my  knees,  draw  up  the  little  ones. 
*J  Of  SEGALEME  ?"— While  the  Monarch  fpoke, 

A  diftant 
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A  diflant  portal  open'd:  SEGALEME 
Appear'd  to  fight,  and  fill'd  the  pafs  with  bright- 
nefs! 

As,  fhould  two  moons,  at  eafl  and  weft,  arife 
Jn  afped  oppofite ;  and  each,  in  other, 
Behold  the  image  of  its  own  perfedtion ; 
So  fhone,  fo  moved,  fo  gazed,  the  Rival  Lights 
Of CGNRADE  and  RUTH  AMOR  !  They  approach'd — 
Their  fteps  i'eem'd  meafured  by  the  found  of  mufici 
And  each  had  loft  the  memory  of  herfelf, 
In  admiration  of  the  other's  beauty  ! 
Silent,  their  arms  of  ivory  they  expand  ; 
They  fold  each  other  to  a  polifh'd  bofom. 
And  mix  their  rays  of  brightnefs  ! — SEGALEME 
Firft  broke  the  ftillnefs  in  the  Hall  of  Heroes. 

"  Welcome,"  me  cried,  "  thrice  welcome  to 

the  vale 

"  Of  Erin,  that  (hall  gladden  in  thy  prefence, 
"  O  Beam  of   northern  hills !"— «•  And  have  I, 

then, 

*c  Have  I,  at  length,  beheld  thee,"  cried  SHULAMA* 
*c  Thou  praife  of  every  tongue  ? — mine  eyes  are 

fatisfied, 
"  And  take   their  reft  with  thee  !"-— ct  Thou  art 

the joy, 

*'  The  fiftcr  of  my  foul !"  faid  SEGALEME— 
VOL.  IV.  D  d  She 
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She  fpoke,  and  kifs'd  her  forehead. — 

foft, 

SHU  LAMA  then  inquired; — "  Say,  which  is  he, 
*e  The  force  of  your  SLEMFANNON,  fo  renown'd 
"  For  feats  of  warfare  in  the  field  of  Romans  ? 
c<  Which  is  your  mighty  brother,  SEGALEME  ?— * 
"  For  mine  eye  dare  not  venture  in  his  fearch, 
<c  Amid  the  groups  of  Heroes  that  furround  us." 

"  There,  there  he  grows,  the  flower  of  Erin's 

garden, 

*c  Faft  by  the  royal  pillar  of  the  land  ! — 
f*  There  (lands  the  young  SLEMFANNON,  in  his 

fweetnefs !" 

Full  on  the  youth,  the  Maid  of  Scandinavia 
|loird  the  young  lightningof  the  glance  of  beauty— 
His  eyes  met  hers  -9  and  down  they  funk  abafh'd. 
As  caught  in  fpme  tranfgreflion. — . 

"  Ah,  thou  deceiver,  beauteous  witch  of  Erin/* 
Rejoin'd  SJ}ULAMA,  "  this  js  not  thy  brother  !— 
46  I  ween'd  to  meet  fome  giant,  as  in  tales 
ce  Of  old  renown,  and  terrible  to  fight ! 
tc  But  here,  I  view  the  Infant  of  the  Spring, 
fc  Like  one  of  us,  who  pale  to  look  on  blood, 
e*  And,  o'er  the  dying  fongfter  of  the  cage, 
f6  Shed  tears  of  mourning  !" — SEGALEME  fmiled  5 
from  the  dimpling  of  her  radiant  cheek 

A  glory 
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A  glory  went  abroad! — Forth,  by  the  hand. 
She  led  the  lovely  Stranger  to  her  bower. 

Mean-feafon,  to  the  Peers  of  Scandinavia 
The  Monarch  bow'd  benevolent,  and  faid — 
**  Welcome,  ye  Heroes  of  the  fky-topt  hills ! 
**  Thrjce  welcome  all,  though  each  had  been  an 

hundred — 

"  For  Plenty  dwells  upon  the  vales  of  Erin, 
•"  And  CONRADE'S  palace  is  the  Home  of  Strangers! 
"  The  night  defcends — light  up  my  many  halls ; 
"  Spread  wide  the  boards ;   pour  plenteous,  to 

the  brim, 
^  The  juice  of  every  region  !*' — It  was  done. 

By  hundreds,  and  by  fifties,  fat  the  Chiefs 
Commix'd  with  Bards  and  Sages ;  while  the  voice 
Of  feftal  joy  was  heard  throughout  Emania. 

But,  far  within,  in  regal  majefty, 
Sat  Erin's  Strength  !  SLEMFANNON  bleft  his  fide ; 
And,  full  in  view,  he  placed  the  high-born  maid$, 
And  fed  his  foul  upon  the  work  of  Beauty.. 

PHELIN,  the  feer  and  fong  of  antient  days, 
The  fage  inflructor  of  his  loved  SLEMFANNON, 
Was  feated  here — and  here,  again,  Siffrenna, 
The  white  hair'd  guardian  of  SHULAMA'S  beauties. 

Soon  as  the  board  lay  lighten'd  of  the  banquet, 
Fair  boys  and  maidens,  into  chryftal  cups, 

d  2  Pour'4 
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Pour'd  the  rich  vintage  of  the  Greekifh  ifles 

Of  Archipelago.     The  joy  went  round  -, 

The  v/ilh  of  pleafing,  and  the  fweets  of  converfe ! 

«c  SLEMFANNON,"  faid   the   Monarch,    "   take 

the  harp — 

"  Thou  arm  of  CONRAD  E,  take  the  firings  of  ftory, 
"  And,  to  the  ear  of  Erin's  lovely  Gueft, 
"  Tune  fome  of  thine   adventures,    when  thou 

ftood'ft, 

"  In  fouthern  climates,  by  the  fide  of  CONRADE, 
"  Then,  like  a  glimpfe  of  lightning,  ihot  abroad, 
"  And  overturn'd  the  foe  !" — Yet  ftill  obedient 
To  the  high  call,  the  blufhing  Youth  replied  : 
<e  I  turn'd,  and  fhelter'd  me  behind  your  buckler,, 
*c  AS  though  behind  the  walls  qf  Arifphellaq  !" 

Old  PHELIN  from  its  chain  released  the  lyre, 
And  gave  it,  fmiling. — -O'er  the  filver  firings 
Light  flew  the  fingers  of  the  fhamefaced  Boy, 
Scarce  audible. — At  length  the  tale  began  ; 

Our  tent  was  pitch'd  amid  the  field  of  Narbon — 
The  dead  lay  wide  around— the  night  came  down, 
To  veil  their  ghafllinefs — no  flar  appeared — 
And  the  moon,  fickening  at  the  fight  of  blood, 
Had  fhrowded  up   her  vifage! — Through  the 

gloom, 
ear  was  flricken  with  the  voice  of  wailing, 

Sad 
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Sad  as  a  thoufand  fighs,  when  the  dark  winds 
Sob  through  the  yews  that  ftand  amid  the  graves 
Of  Arnel ! — Forth  I  went  to  feck  the  mourner* 

Through  the  night's  glimpfe,  that  ftruck  upon 

his  mail, 

I  faw  a  warrior,  tall  and  fair  of  ftature. 
Upon  his  ftrenuous  arm,  he,  lightly,  bore 
The  corfe  of  his  companion.     On  a  bank 
He  laid  the  body  down,  and  funk  befide  ic. 

u  Art  thou  then  gone$"  he  cried  ?  "  for  ever 

gone, 

"  Companion  of  my  foul !  in  whom  I  livedj 
"  The  dearer  felf  of  defolated  HUGON  ! 
*c  Wilt  thou  no  more  arife,  like  light,  upon  me  $ 
<c  Nor  give  the  fmile  of  friendfhip  to  mine  eyes  ? 
"  Nor  cheer  my  fpirit  with  thy  voice  of  mufic  ? 

"  Why  didft  thou  ftep  before  me  in  the  battle  ? 
"  Waft  thou  not  Fafe,  behind  my  wheeling  fwordj 
<*  As  in  the  fort  of  Delma  ? — That  my  bread, 
ic  O,  that  my  naked  bread  had  met  the  dart, 
"  That  flew  my    brother! — Thou  haft  left  me,; 

BERITHJ 
u  With  Grief,    alone,    companion'd.—  O,    fterri 

Grief^ 

"  Sad  is  thy  fellowfhip  !  I  will  not  bide  it. — 
*•  I  will  o'ertake  thee,  BERITH  ! — We  will  live$ 

D  d  3  «*  Perehane^ 
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**  Perchance,  in  happier  climes ;  or,  in  one  grave", 
46  Silent  He  down,  and  fleep  in  peace  together ! 

"  Look  not,  my  mother,  from  the  wonted  pride 
"  Of  thine  high  battlements,  to  fee  thy  fon 
"  Returning,  in  the  front  of  all  his  trophies  ! — 
"  Miftake  not  Arden's  foreft  for  his  flags  5 
u  Nor  the  wind's  weftern  clangor  for  his  trumpets!— 
"  Thou  (halt  look  upward,  with  a  tearful  eye, 
"  And  figh  to  fee,  how  empty  is  his  armour ! — 
"  Thy  hall,  it  lhall  be  hung  around  with  black, 
**  And  one  lone  lamp  mall  light  thee  I" 

Straight,  by  the  accent  of  the  Hero's  tongue, 
I  knew  him  for  an  enemy  to  CONRADE  : 
But  well  I  knew,  that  CONRADE  was  the  friend 
Of  humankind  ! — With  gentle  voice,  the  voice, 
As  of  a  brother,  I  the  Chief  accofted: 

"  My  heart,  O  Warrior  !  takes  a  kindred  (hare 
"In  all  thy  fufferings.- — In  the  field,  indeed* 
"  My  faulchion  rifes  in  my  country's  quarrel ; 
"  But  my  foul  knows  no  warfare  with  the  Brave, 
"  The  Good,  or    the   Unhappy ! — Know,  great 

HUGON, 

<e  That  the  Diftrefs'd  are  held  as  Sons  and  Brothers 
<c  To  CONRADE  and  SLEMFANNON!  Near  at  hand, 
cc  Extends  oureamp — whate'er  of  friendly  aid 

"  Can 
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*c  Can  there  be  given,  is  thine  !*'    He  anfwef'd 

not; 

But,  with  a  grateful  and  affenting  clafp, 
Confined  me  to  his  bofom — while  our  fouls, 
Mingling  their  friendfhips,  coalefced  together. 

Attendants  ftraight  I  calPd  ;  then  to  my  tent 
Convey'd  the  corfe,  and  gently  on  a  bed 
Reclined,  and  foon  the  fteely  mail  unbraced — 
When,  ftrange  to  tell !  upon  the  aftonilh'd  fight 
Rofe  two  twin -orbs  of  beauty  ! — Back,  aba(h'd$ 
Starting  I  turn'd,  and  fent  the  female-train  ; 
Then  fought  where  HUGON,  all  involved  in  griefj 
Sat  with  my  Sire.     In  panting  hade  I  told 
The  wondrous  tale. — The  Hero  cried,  "  'Tis  (he, 
"  'Tis  fhe  herfelf ! — it  muft  be  ELIPHENE  ! — 
"  My  heart  confefs'd  her,  though  my  eyes  refufed 
"  Its  atteftation,  turning  Love's  fierce  ardours 
"  To  Friendship's  gentler  flame!" — At  once  they 

rofe, 

And  follow'd,  where  the  beauteous  body  lay, 
Decent,  in  virgin  fheets. — We  fent  in  hafte, 
And  calFd  ELPHENOR,  fovereign  of  all  herbs 
And  arts  for  healing — He  the  deadly  wound 
E'er  long  difcovered ;  for  it  dill  oozed  crimfori^ 
Like  a  rofe  fpringing  midft  a  bed  of  lilies ! 
The  vital  heat,  unwilling  to  forego 
Its  lorely  manfion,  feebly  held  the  center  j 
D  d  4. 
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And  ftill  a  thread  of  life  gave  faint  pulfation  ! 
From  his  elixir'd  chryftal,  drop  by  drop, 
Thro'  the  pale  lips,  the  cautious  Sage  infufed 
The  potent  cordial. — Thus,  while  doubtful  life 
Hung,  fearfully  fufpended,  generous  HUGQM 
Addrefs'd  my  Sire— 

O  CONRADE,  cried  the  Chief, 
Thou  Dread  of  Tyrants ;  hateful  to  Opprefibrs* 
But,  to  the  Feeble  and  Opprefs'd,  a  name 
Of  fare  Afylum— loved  of  all  the  Valiant ! — 
Yes,  HUGON  fwears  the  Valiant  love  thee,  CON 
RADE, 
Even  while,  as  foes,  they  draw  the  fword  agaiiift 

thee  !— 

O  Monarch,  lend  the  ear  of  thy  compafilon  ; 
Thine  ear,  ftill  open  to  the  tale  of  mourning, 
Lend  it  a  while  to  HUGON  ! — He's  a  Tufcan, 
By  clime  and  birth  thine  enemy — although 
His  kindred  fpirit  long  has  held  the  dear, 
Even  with  the  deareft. — Hear  then,  hear  my  tale 
Of  fad  diftrefs !— ^That  lovely,  haplefs  Maid, 
Of  nobleft  lineage,  -to  my  guardian  care* 
Was  by  her  parents  left. — She  was  addreft 
By  all  the  potentates,  whofe  ftation  warranted 
To  lift  an  eye  fo  lofty. — I  was,  then, 
In  foreign  climes,  on  travel— I  returned. 

Upon 
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Upon  a  ftated  feftival,  the  chiefs 
And  princes  of  the  land,  with  princely  dames, 
Convened,  a  galaxy  ! — I  too  was  there  j 
And  there  was  ELIPHENE,  as  the  ftar 
Of  beauty,  regent,  midft  the  fmaller  fparklers ! 
With  fond  attraction  fhe  compell'd  me  to  her, 
As  the  touch'd  needle  to  the  frozen  north  j 
For  fo  I  did  mifdeem  it. — From  that  day, 
Aiiiidft  the  nobleft  of  her  princely  fuitors, 
I  too  preferr'd  my  claim. — She  firft  receiv'd  me 
With  fmiling,  kind,  encouraging  complacence : 
But    foon   her    looks   grew    more  conftrain'd — 

whene'er 

Her  eyes  met  mine,  fhe  blufh'd  and  turn'd  afide, 
As  wifhing  to  avoid  me. — To  all  others, 
She  look'd  an  elegance  of  eafe,  and  fpokc 
In  terms  as  free  as  air — to  me,  her  fpeech, 
Unfrequent,  was  abrupt  and  cautious.— Stung 
With  fcorpion'd  jealoufy,  I,  to  my  foul, 
Thus  fpoke  indignant  — "  What  have  thefe  to 

boaft, 

44  Thefe  favour'd  rivals,  o'er  reje&ed  HUGON  ! 
44  Does  their  pre-eminence  confift  in  fhape, 
44  Or  feature  ? — eyes,  that  are  not  ELIPHENE'S, 
46  Will  anfwer,  No. — And,  as  to  feats  of  prowefs, 
f c  Compared   with    me,   they're    namelefs !  —  O 

fliame,  fhame, 

<        «  Shame 
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"  Shame  on  this  weaknefs/this  degrading  pafllon ! 
"  Henceforth,  I  will  wage  war  on  my  own  heart— 
"  And  conquer  it,  or  perifh !" 

At  the  time* 

The  tidings  of  your  dread  invafion  reached  us. 
Quick,  at  the  name  of  CONRADE,  my  whole  foul 
Kindled  to  generous  rivalfhip — "  Yes,  yes, 
"  Thou  flialt  be  met,  thou  mighty  one  !"  I  cried* 
"  Thou  fhalt  be  met — thy  beft  efteemer  (hall 
"  Oppofe  thee,  front  to  front ! — I  aflc  of  Heaven 
"  No  boon,  no  other  bounty,  than  to  have 
«c  My  death  ennobled  by  the  arm  of  CONRADE  !'* 

Straight  I  addrefs'd  for  war ;  but  Love,  uncall'd* 
Obtruded,  whifpering  to  my  fecret  foul, 
"  Firft  take  thy  laft  adieu  of  ELIPHENE  !" 
Pride,  haughty  champion,  rofe,  with  ftern  rebuke 
Againft    the   gentler  Power.     He  frown'd,   and 

cried, 

"  What,  are  we  not,  as  yet,  enough  debafed  ?— 
«c  Shall  we  add  further  forces  to  the  foe ; 
««  And  furnifti  arms,  againft  our  noblencfs, 
*<  To  the  tried  fcorn  and  infolence  of  Beauty  ?" 

Dire  was  the   conteft — Love    long    kept    his 

ground  -y 
But  Pride^  at  laft,  was  prevalent—I  rent, 

a  I  tor£ 
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1  tore  myfelf  away  from  my  Beloved, 
From  my  true  Lover— 
As  a  felf-murderer,  defperate  of  his  ftate, 
Makes  a  divorce  betwixt  his  foul  and  body  ! 

I  lay  encamp'd,  my  legions  tented  round  me, 
When  word  was  brought  me  of  a  youthful  warrior, 
Of  graceful  mein,  and  more  than  matchlefs  beauty, 
Who  alk'd  admifilon. — To  my  prefence  led 
He  bow'd  fubmifs ;  and,  blufhing,  pray'd  the  grace 
Of  being  privileged  to  do  me  fervice. 

My  heart  ftraight  took  acquaintance   with  his 

afpe6t— 

Some  flrange  fimilitude  fond  memory  found 
'Twixt  him  and  ELIPHENE  ! — but,  my  foul 
Conceiv'd  no  thought,  that  me  her  tender  frame 
Should  veft  in  fleel — fhould  feek  the  man  fhe 

hated — 
Should  trace  her  HUGON  into  death  and  dangers ! 

Inftant,  our  hearts  commenced  a  friendlhip,  tender,, 
Fondly  inviolate,  as  caught  together 
By  hooks  of  golden  grappling.— I s  no  more, 
Sought  CONRADE  on  the  perilous  edge  of  conflicts 
I  now  had  one  to  care  for !  and  my  eye, 
My  guardian  eye  purfued  and  watch'd  his  motions, 
On  this  fide,  and  on  that. — In  this  day's  battle, 
I  charged  him,  on  his  duty,  on  his  love, 

To 
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To  hold  him  rearward. — Still  I  turn'd,  and 

Even  as  a  timid  deer  accompanied 

By  her  loved  fawn,  to  fee  if  he  was  near— 

But  yet,  alas,  iii  fear  of  lofing  fame, 

I  led  my  Friend  too  deeply  into  dangers ! 

At  length,  toward  eve— for  who  can  cope  with 

CONRADE  ?— 

Your  hoft  prevail'd  I — Indignant  I  oppofed, 
And  would  have  reinforced  the  fight — when,  la* 
A  random  fhaft  rufh'd,  rudely,  through  the  mail, 
The  light  framed  mail  of  my  beloved  Companion, 
And  ting'd  his  arms  with  blood  !  Upon  the  inftant* 
Our  legions  founded  a  retreat*     Then,  then — 
Mud  I  confefs  that  HUGON  trembled  ? — Straight 
Into  my  arms  I  caught  my  bcft  beloved, 
And  fled  the  hindmoft  :  night  came  on  apace4 
And  parted  all  affray — Upon  a  bank 
I  laid  her  down,  and,  to  the  pitying  moon, 
Whofe  doubtful  glimpfes  thro'  the  darknefs  broke1, 
Utter'd  my  wailings. —  Then,   our  loved  SLEM- 


o 

FANNON 


Came,  provident  of  comforts,  to  confole  \ 
And  did  confole,  by  ihewing,  that,  on  earth, 
Such  Virtue  ftill  was  extant ! — Here,  the  Hero 
Clofed  his  fad  narrative  ! 

Meantime,  ELPHENOR,  pendent  o*er  the  corfe. 
Still  plied  his  tender  offices.     At  length. 


The 


A    F  R  A  G  M  E  N  T.  413 

The  beauteous  Form  began  to  move — each  heart 
Bounded  with  expectation — when  her  eyes 
Open'd  their  faint  refulgence  to  the  light, 
Look'd  wild  around  her  with  a  fkkly  gleam, 
A»d  clofed  their  orbs  for  ever! — Then  ELPHE- 

NOR  : 

<c  By  death's  cold  hand  this  Rofe  of  Beauty  cropt, 
**  Fades,   and  fhall   bloom  no  more — except  in 

Heaven !» 

Meantime  aftonifh'd,  o'er  the  lifelefs  corfe, 
The  Hero  fpeechlefs  flood — then,  all  at  once, 
As  fome  high  cliff,  far  jutting  o'er  its  bafe, 
Difparts  and  dames  on  the  fea-  beat  fhore, 
Bereft  of  fenfe  he  fell — blefs'd  paufe  of  being ! 
But  O,  how  fearfully  to  be  fucceeded 
By  anguimings  unutterable! — Long, 
Long  lay  he  tranced — I  thought,  I  wifh'd  him 

dead — 

For  what  had  life,  midft  all  its  ftores  of  blifs, 
For  him,  fave  mifery  extreme  ? — At  length, 
He  waked  to  all  the  pangs  of  mental  feeling ! 

Five  days,  and   five   foul-torturing  nights,  he 

lay 

By  the  embalm'd  Remains — in  all  which  time, 
Nor  food,  nor  word  of  utterance,  paft  his  lips ; 
Nor  word  of  confolation  to  his  ear 

Obtain'd 
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Obtain'd  admiffion— By  his  fide  faft  laid, 
I  prefs'd  his  hand  in  mine,  and  on  it  dropt 
The  tear  of  fad  condolence !  Through  the  camp, 
Sudden  I  heard  the  fhout  of  joint  laments— 
I  rofe,  and  iffued  forth,— 
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